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Lost  in  a  myth — or  cherishecl  in  a  word, 

Hailed,  on  the  mountain,  monarch — in  the  wind, 
Won  by  the  crook,  or  conquered  by  the  sword, 

Thou  art— or  art  for  God,  in  every  mind — 
Out  with  thy  banners  to  the  storm  I — ^the  breeze 

That  lingers  in  their  folds — ^infected,  flies 
Beyond  the  Andes  and  in  farthest  seas 

Wakes  nations  from  their  shrouds  to  climb  the  skies! 
Escaped,  or  torn  from  Heayen — a  God  comes  down, 

Rears  him  He  will,  and  him  He  will — destroys, 
Takes  from  the  strong— to  cast  the  weak,  their  own, 

And  sets  the  balance  in  eternal  poise. — 
Child  of  the  Sun — or  Offspring   of  the  Skies, 

Birth  of   a  God— or  Spirit  of  the  Wind, 
Make  him,  a  hero — Fortune  has  left  wise- 
Exalt — inspire — ^lead  forth  the  common  mind! 
Swear  I    and  the  spell  of  ages  shall  dissolve. 

Redeem  no  slave  with  gold,  if  thine,  a  rod — 
Surprise  the  faint  with  courage — and  resolve 

Their  hope  and  ours — ^by  bold  appeal  to  Godl 
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I. 

Nb^eb  since  a  yirgin  Son  ^  arose, 

And  flung  his  mantle  o'er  the  skies, 
Saw  the  young  Day  his  eyelids  close, 

Drunk,  with  celestial  harmonies: 
Ne'er  since  the  Orient  flying  sin, 

Had  caught  another  smile   from  God, 
Buried  its  crime  the  Earth  within 

And  once  again  her  bosom  trod — 
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What  time  the  ages  grew  sublime, 

Beneath  the  leadership  of  Him, 
Who  kept  the  chronicle  of  Time, 

An  era — ere  its  fame  grew  dim: 
Not  in  the  lands  old  Song  has  made 

Immortal,  where  is  strewn  the  bier, 
Of  Art  departed — ^where  is  paid 

Perpetual  tribute,  in  a  tear. 
To  crumbling  arch  and  capital. 

That  like  the  fossils  of  the  Deep, 
Point  to  the  dead  they  half  recall 

From  long,  unbroken,  dreamless  sleep: 
E'en  when  her  dome  shot  forth  a  flame, 

And  lighted  up  the  I^its  of  Greece, 
Ere  yet  the  Roman  snatched  her  fame, 

And  left  her  but  a  blood-stained  peace: 
Not,  when  the  cities  of  the  East, 

Each  sat  a  throne  and  swayed  a  realm, 
By  half  a  world,  their  wealth  increased, 

A  wealth  them  last  to  overwhelm: 
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Not,  in  such  lands  as  flaunt  the  boast, 

That  with  the  Sun  they  saw  the  light, 
And  never  shall  yield  up  the  ghost, 

Till  the  Sun  pales  before  their  sight : 
E*en  when  her  eye  had  swept  a  World, 

For  some  new  conquest — and  was  none. 
Had  caged  her  Eagles — and  unfurled 

Rome — singular,  beneath  the  Sun; 
Whose  seat,  Art  whilom  made  its  home, 

And  reared  its  temples  to  the  sky. 
Immortal,  o^er  immortal  Rome 

A  Mecca— whither  Art,  the  eye 
Still  flings,  as  for  enchanting  grace, 

In  her  last  dome  that  soars  to  Heayen, 
In  dreams  the  soul  her  look  may  trace — 

Art,  erst  divine— to  Art  has  given — 
Where  still  unchallenged  holds  its  seat. 
An  Art,  all  ages  must  repeat: 
Not  there — ^nor  on* the    soil  of  Spain, 

Where  Moor  and  Christian  strive  to  blot 
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The  shame  of  Conqaest — to  remain, 

Remembered  one  and  one  forgot; 
Where  the  Castilian  boasts  his  line, 

Ascending  to  snch  holy  sires, 
As  prore  his  noble  blood  divine, 

That  peopled  Heaven  from  Hellas  own  fires: 
Nor,  when  the  Son  ascending  near, 

The  ancient  Island  we  still  bless. 
Smiles,  as  if  smiling  thro^  a  tear, 

On  her,  denied  his  bold  caress — 
Fair  Motherland — that  wears  a  crown, 

So  gracefully  in  her  last  Queen, 
A  crown,  for  ages  handed  down. 

And  brightest  when  the  latest  seen: 
Nor  e'en  when  Satnm  swayed  the  Earth, 

Commended  to  his  gracious  reign. 

When  man  forsook  his  thirst  for  gain, 
And  on  Olympus  crowned  his  mirth — 

■ 

Or  from  a  nectar-dripping  sphere. 
Beckoned  the  Gods — and  they  drew  near: 
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All,  that  old  song  and  lying  fable, 

Hare  left  of  ages  in  the  past, 

Binding  us  by  enchantment,  fast 
To  falsehood — till  it  stands  as   stable. 

As  seem  the  ages  as  they  rise. 

Baptized  of  Christ,  before  our  eyes — 
All — were  the  figment  ,real  story — 

Satumia,  did  she  greet  thy  vision. 

Teeming  with  fhiits— were  thy  derision, 
O  Sun — enamoured  of  new  glory: 
Soft  salutation  of  the  Morn, 

To  Eden,  weeping  for  her  bloom. 
Departed,  when  the  cursed  thorn. 

United  hers  with  Adam's  doom — 
Soft  salutation  of  the  Mom, 

To  Holy  Land  and  Sepulchre, 
Of  Him,  though  one  of  woman  bom. 

Of  death,  the  deathless  Conqueror : 
Soft  salutation  of  the  Mom, 

To  Pride,  that  lifts  her  towering  head 
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O^er  Phanohs  turned  to  dost,  the  aooni 
Of  all  the  race — albeit  dead — 

A  thousand  yean^  where  Art  decajBi 
For  beauty,  Katnre  ashes  wean — 
A  thousand  years,  where  Nature  bears 

The  chaims,  her  miuden  lace  displays, 

Shall  fill  with  rapture  all  who  gaze, 

And  fire  with  ardor  to  possess 

Her  unaffected  loyeliness — 

Not    Bon,  in  all  thine  ample  walk. 
Thou  hast  not  smiled  on  Cairer  scene — 
And  shonldst  thou  gaze  again,  I  ween, 

The  Earth  shall  long  in  shadow  stalk. 
And  thou  be  dubbed  an  errant  knight, 
Such  charm,  hath  beauty  in  thy  sight 


n. 
Soft  breeases,  redolent  of  balm, 
From  Isles  that  languish  in  perfume, 
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Prone  on  the  breast  of  seas,  whose  calm. 

If  oft  the  harbinger  of  doom, 
Is  soft  persnasiye  to  repose: 

And  flowers  that  fleck  the  fields,  more  rare 
Than  blossom  amid  Alpine  snows, 

Whose  wealth  of  odor  chokes  the  air, 

And  qnite  refines  the  soul  like  pray'r; 
Desire  no  orient  Sun  had  seen, 
Drank  off  the  dew  and  kissed  it  clean. 

A  miracle  of  life,  so  fleet 
Of  growth,  decay,  and  re-ascent, 

As  flower  and  fruit  astonished  meet, 
The  flower,  to  hail  the  fruit^s  descent — 

As  Nature  stimulates  the  soil. 
By  every  season  in  its  turn. 

To  yield  a  growth  to  scanty  toil. 
To  Art,  an  hundredfold  return — 

A  harmony  of  light  and  sound. 
To  chann  the  soul,  to  eye  and  ear. 

An  incense  offering,  wafted  round, 
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As  from  a  censer,  to  the  year; 

A  verdure,  had  the  canvas  caught— 
A  grace  of  leaf  and  stem— the  eye 

Of  Art,  had  to  such  beauty  wrought, 
All  past  illusions  it  must  fly: — 

The  senses  reel  and  languish  here, 
As  fanned  of  Heaven,  by  every  breeze, 

And  frowns  that  Nature  seems  to  wear, 
As  Terror  falls  upon  her  knees. 

And  impetrates  the  skies  to   fend 
Her  bosom,  lest  the  Andes  burst. 

With  rage,  and  desolation  send 
O^er  all  the  plains,  are  blandest  smiles— 

For  else  the  Earth  had  rent  in  twain. 
As  if  by  her  were  man  accurst. 

Deep  in  her  Assures  and  defiles, 
Had  buried  cities—or  had  slain 
The  crowded  dwellers  of  the  plain. 

Aloft — sun-conquering  eagles,  steer, 

< 

Their  skyward  course,  and  as  they  reach 
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The  Andes,  balance  in  their  flight, 
Bid  Earth  adieu,  and  with  a  screech 

Of  freshening  courage,  chase  the  light — 

Now,  lost  to  failing  eye  and  ear. 
And  birds  of  plumage  and  of  song, 

In  all  Aurora^s  gorgeous  liues — 
Or,  as  the  Bow  had  swept  along, 

And  bade  them  from  its  glories  choose, 
Peopled  the  wood  and  swam  the  sky. 

Life,  horrent,  yet  of  graceful  mien, 
Flits  past  the  day,  with  quailing  eye, 

A  terror  less — ^the  clearer  seen — 

And  man's,  uncballenged,  still,  the  scene. 


in. 
So,  the  Skies  glorify  the  Cross, 

Faith  in  all  ages  hails  divine — 
A-flame  to  purge  away  the  dross 

Of  Nature,  where  its  light  may  shine, 
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If  she  could  but  accept  the  grace. 
Lost,  on  a  fallen,  godless  race. 
If  Ind  may  boast  serener  gems, 

The  Orient  delve  for  pearls  more  rare, 
The  glory  of  all  diadems, 

The  flashing  splendor  of  tiie  fair — 
There  nature  scatters  from  her  hoard,  . 

The  gold  of  Ophir  on  each  hand. 
Still  deep  within  her  bosom  stored. 

To  build  the  fortunes  of  the  land — 
Wealth,  for  the  ages  as  they  rise. 
Along  a  thousand  centuries. 


TV. 

In  conscious  dignity,  she  stood, 
The  curse  that  scalded  once  her  brow. 

Nature,  by  cunning  craft  withstood, 
Or  with  a  smile  overspreads  it  now. 

But  man— still  blistering  with  the  curse. 
Shrunk  to  an  atom— shrunk  within 
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The  madness,  tliat  most  still  immerse 

The  drowning  wretch  still,  deeper  in, 

The  gulf  of  unrepented  sin: 
Man  was  the  eminence  of  shame, 

A  scoff  at'  Nature^s  calm  repose, 
A  fragment  of  unwritten  fame. 

Gone — with  the  winds  that  rang  his  woes. 


Pole-ward— the  reign  of  Frost  and  Storm- 
Where  Life,  discarded  of  the  Sun, 

Life,  militant  in  wrath  and  form. 
Withstood  of  nature— life,  has  won — 

A  solitude  of  man — a  boast 
Of  nature—that  she  will  no  King, 

The  day-god,  then,  reviling  most, 
When  he  would  her,  deliverance  bring 
From  exile  to  the  amorous  Spring. 
Yet,  near  the  North— another  zone. 
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Peopled  of  man — ^a  vast  domam, 
Of  forest,  moantain,  lake  and  plain. 

Of  rivers,  to  be  named— alone, — 
Of  wealth,  yet  -wingless  in  the  mine, 

Of  soil,  to  yield  a  harvest,  due 

To  labor,  be  it  labor  true — 
Sweat  from  the  brow — and  not  a  sign 

For  toil — as  where  a  tropic  sky, 

Shall  life  create  and  multiply, 

As  man  the  sluggard  shuts  his  eye. 
A  Continent,  of  every  clime, 

Where  life,  a  triumph,  stood  secure,-— 
Nature,  affecting  the  sublime. 

In  symbols,  ever  to  endure — 
A  Continent — ^whose  old  renown 

Of  peace  and  war,  of  art  and  song, 
All  fled,  or  lost,  or  cloven  down, 

Shall  fall .  from  Heaven,  increased  ere  long- 
A  Continent,  shall  lift  its  head 

Past,  where  the  Andes  fainting,  rise, 


MOSiTBZlXMA.  23 

And  by  its  prowess,  dare  to  wed 
Its  life  and  fortunes  with  the  skies. 

VI. 

Haill  World,  so  lovely  to  the  eye, 

Nature  by  thee  is  glorified, 
And  wins  a  plaudit  from  the  sky. 

For  dreams  of  beauty  realized  t 
World,  with  a  secret  in  her  breast 

Safe,  as  within  the  breast  of  God — 
What  were  the  fortunes  of  the  West  ? 

What  tribes  her  bosom  early  trod, 
Builded  and  sleep  beneath  the  sod? 

O  Time,  thou  hast  a  sealed  book. 
And  one  thou  hast  with  op«n  page, 

Whereon  the  weak  and    wise  may  look« 
And  read  the  dead  and  living  age — 

But  wherefore  hide  from  curious  eyes, 
Aught  of  the  record  of  the  past, 

As  if  commanded  by  the  skies? 
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O  Pride— that  would  foieyer  last, 
To  be  applauded  of  the  Son — 

Look  on,  and  in  this  rain  yast, 
Behold  how  soon  thy  conrse  is  ran: 

Men  ask  for  thee,  yet  not  a  soand^ 

Comes  from  the  firmament  or  gioand, 
To  tell  the  conquests  by  thee  won, 
Or  e'en  to  tell  when  thou  hast  done. 


vn. 
To  build  this  buried  World  again, 
Were  work  august  and  not  profane— 

They  come — at  thy  command,  O  Muaep 
Tet  silent  as  the  dust  we  tread, 

And  nothing  do  their  lips  refuse. 
Glib,  with  the  language  of  the  dead. 

Ere  Eden  blossomed  and  declined. 
Returned  its  fragrance  back  to  God, 

Ere  man  in  vice  and  crime  refined, 
Till  the  earth  reeled  beneath  His  rod, 
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And  then  His  vengeance  and  our  gain, 

A  World,  forever  to  remain — 
Ere  closed  the  tumults  of  the  Sea, 

Ere  closed  the  fortunes  of  the  Land, 
Ere  rose  the  cry  for  liberty, 

Bung  out,  by  man  on  every  hand 
Then,  thou  -wert  silent  in  the  Deep, 

Or  gave  thy  forehead  to  the  Sun, 
Or  slept  a  sound  and  dreamless  sleep, 

As  life  may  do  when  just  begun. 
Did  Tyre,  the  merchant,  seek  for  thee? 

Or  did  a  tempest  drive  her  here? 
And  when  she  would,  she  could  not  flee^ 

And  here  was  last,  to  disappear? 
Or  was  the  elder  World  more  near  ? 

Or  did  the  East  and  West  shake  hands! 

And  both  their  Worlds  as  one  appear. 

Ere  earthquakes  quite  dissolved  their  bands? 
2 
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Egypt,  with  lore,  beginning  near, 

The  Sun's  ascension  to  his  throne, 
Wilt  thou  not  touch  with  life  this  bier! 

Or  roll  away  the  mighty  stone. 
And  bid  the  buried  dead  appear? 

Thou  art  eternal  on  the  Nile — 
Yet  ere  thy  pride  inyoked  a  fall, 

By  every  sky-insulting  pile. 
That  bears  aloft  thy  funeral  pall; 

Thou  wert,  in  eras  past  our  Time, 
Imploring  Truth  to  leave  the  skies. 

Or  wedding  Art  to  every  clime. 
Veiled  in  triumphant  mysteries — 

And  here,  we  know  not  how,  or  when, 
By  sea  or  land,  thy  feet  had  pressed, 

And  thou  didst  build — didst  cherish  then. 
Thy  sacred  reptiles  in  the  West; 

And  prouder,  than  in  after  days. 
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When  Athens  yaunted  Pericles, 

With  Arts,  had  filled  the  world  with  praise— 
She  wrung  from  thee  on  both  her  knees, 
Thou  wert  a  queen  without  a  peer. 

Without  a  rival  to  despise. 
And  both  Worlds  thine,  confessed  a  tear. 

So  small  the  conquest  in  thine  eyes — 
A  hundred  States  obeyed  thy  nod 

Each  took  from  thee  some  mystic  sign, 
Gave  praise  to  Nature  due  to  God, 

The  worshipper,  almost  divine — 
And  then,  as  by  enchanter^s  wand, 

Or  from  the  eastern  wizard^s  spell, 
Cities  arose,  by  thy  command. 
Where  now  unbroken  forests  stand, 
To  be  forever,  ere-  they  fell. 
And  to  all  after  ages  tell. 
Her  name,  who  built  so  long  and  welL 

Yet,  thou  hadst  scarcely  stepped  aside, 
Or  seized  the  chariot  of  the  Sun, 
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For  higher  grouna,  to  eye  thy  prid^, 
And  hail  the  conquest  thou  hadst  won-^ 

When  such  a  Riyal  strode  along, 
With  eyes  of  fire  and  feet  of  brass, 

And  even  thunder,  half  as  strong, 
As  were  His  loins— that  He  must  pass, 

Without  a  challenge — and  the  Earth, 
Reeled — and  the  Sea  confessed  her  Ood-« 

As  from  the  Sun  a  flame  of  wrath, 
Followed  His  footsteps  as  He  trod — 

And  thpu  wert  buried  in  His  path, 
Thy  fall'  foi^gotten  with  thy  birth. 

Who  blew  the  trumpet  o'er  thy  graye, 
Provoking  resurrection  there? 

Who  to  the  eye  of  Plato,  gave 
The  vision  of  an  Island — ^where, 

The  playful  Ocean  rolled  a  wave. 
And  sunk  Atlantis — ^unaware? 


i 
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Life,  from  that  sepulchre  arosej 
And  flowered  anew— again  a  tide 

Of  death,  rolled  on — ^and  Mends  and  foes, 
Slept  then — and  still,  sleep  side  by  side. 


Life,  grew  tumultuous  as  the  Deep, 

And  took  its  ever  changeful  form — 
Sometimes  a  calm,  her  pulse  asleep. 

And  sometimes  lashed  into  a  storm — 
Still,  life  astray  from  God,  and  like 

Some  planet  drifting  through  the  skies, 
Blazing^-until  its  orb  must  strike 

Tbe  central  orb  from  which  it  flies: 
Life,  that  for  reptiles  takes  the  Sun, 

To  win  by  oath  and  sacrifice, 
And  quite  his  distant  ears  must  stun 
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With  impetrations,  groans  and  'crieS| 
As  man,  still  unrepentant — dies. 


XI. 

life,  now  alive  to  Art  in  yain, 
Descries. its  semblance  in  the  pile, 

She  would  restore,  or  build  again, 
Yet  flies  its  cold  repulsive  smile. 


XIL 

Life,  ripe  as  in  the  Orient,  beams 

Upon  the  sunset  World  afar, 
As  levying  gold  of  affluent  streams, 
Art,  from  each  hill  and  valley  gleams— 
And  led  by  her  ascendant  star, 
She  wins  for  peace  the  spoils  of  war. 


zm. 
Life,  grew  barbaric — and  her  scorn, 
Was  like  the  sword,  the  fire,  the  flood, 
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Virtue  of  every  grace  was  shoniy 
And  Bnin  fell  where  Art  had  stood. 
The  Orient  set  in   fire  or  blood. 


xrv. 
Then,  the  last  phase  of  life  appeared, 

And  took  the  Conquest  in  her  arms, 
Bore  it  as  gently,  as  she  feared 

To  mar  the  promise  of  its  charms, 
Ere,  that  strange  splendour  blazed  around. 
As  Art  a  last  asylum  found, 

Where  late,  the  Muse  has  come  to  find 

A  darkened  heart  and  humbled  mind, 
In  tribes,  uncounted  as  the  stars, 

Trampling  the  bosom  of  the  West, 
Torn  by  the  fury  of  their  wars — 

While  Nature  seems  hdrself,  at  rest. 

And  in  a  heaven  her  own,  still  blest. 
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Bhone  'here,  tlie  Monarch,  of  a  race. 

Barbaric,  tho'  himself  diyine, 
Slaves  might  not  gaze  upon  his  face. 

Nor  on  them  let  his  vision  shine — 
The  poinp  and  power  of  eastern  kings, 

Were  but  pretension  to  the  state, 
That  o^er  his  reign  a  lustre  flings. 

To  lift  his  name  above  his  fate — 
His,  all  the  mines  of  gems  and  gold, 

That  defUy  hid  their  treasures  deep. 
All  his — yet  gems  and  wealth  untold, 

"Were  his  to  give — not  his  to  keep—, 
Monarch  so  lavish,  that  his  heart, 

Had  left  to  him  a  skeleton 
Of  state— BO  cheaply,  could  he  part 

With  wealth,'  so  cheaply  wealHi  was  won. 
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XVI.       «         ^ 

Not  less  a  cMeftain,  he  had  spread 

Afar  the  terror  of  his  name, 
The  valleys  shook  beneath  his  tread, 

His  foes  kept  bright  the  altar  flame, — 
All  tribes  paid  tribute  to  his   throne. 

Power,  despot  could  not  win  nor  wield, 
He  bore,  as  one  to  whom  alone. 

Such  power,  his  gods  might  safely  yield. 
Him  too,  the  softer  passions  move— 

And  were  he  Christian,  had  been  knight, 
Who  felt  a  woman's  glance  of  love, 

Aglow  with  passion  in  its  light. 


xvn. 

"Allah  is  good  I  "—the  Moslem  cries— 

And  for  a  prayer,  oft  turns  his  face 

To  Mecca— and  his  god  replies. 

Granting  him  here  hia  paradise, 

Tho'  .Christians  here  have  only  grace- 
2*  . 
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So  this  Barbapan  u)f  the  West, 
Sees  all  his  heaven  before  his  eyes, 

And  in  the  arms  of  woman  blest — 
The  man,  the  chief,  the  monarch — dies. 


xvin. 
Ill-fated  hour,  barbaric  King, 

That  hailed  thy  birth — ill-fated  too, 

That  debt  of  fortune,  falling  due, 
A  thousand  feet,  are  swift  to  bring, 
A  thousand  hands,  are  bold  to  fling 

Before  thy  feet. — O  man's  estate  1 — 
A  shadow,  by  a  shadow  cast,       ^ 
A  glory,  that  shall  hardly  last. 
While  he  salutes  it,  flitting  past- 
Gone — when  he  thinks  he  holds  it  fast- 

Wept—yet  with  tears,  repented — ^late, 
O  man's  ambition  1 — ^but  a   hue. 

Of  his  sick  passions,  as  they  bum 
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lu  some  fell  feyer  of  the  brain; 
A  world  that  shrinks  to  naught  again^ 
When  he  has  died  to  win  it,  too- 
Died — to  himself,  his  God,  mitrue— 
And  could  he  to  the  earth  return, 
He  were  the  first  the  cheat  to  spurn. 


XIX. 

O  man,  thy  childhood  in  the  East, 
Proved  thee  the  greatest  when  the  least. 
When  Wisdom  cleaving  quite  the  skies^ 
Had  almost  opened  paradise, 
Without  a  Christ,  to  heathen  eyes — 

When  Art,  all  ages  vote  divine, 
Of  dust,  had  almost  made  a  soul: 
And  but  a  touch  of  Plato's  stole. 
Had  made  our  erring  science  whole, 

And  Faith  had  almost  kissed  her  shrine- 
Immortal  Bong,  swelled  from   the  lyi'e. 

And  rolls  its  raptures  to  our  ears, 
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And  Freedom  tliere  licr  jomig  deBire, 

Confessed— hd  beanty,  etuned  with  teare^ 

Yet^  all  tby  glory  licked  the  dust, 

And  arcli  and  coltunu,  as   they  stand, 

Triumphant  still  on  every  hand, 

O'er  all  a  wasted,  fallen  laod — 

Point  to  the  erer  &tal  thmst, 

The  past  has  felt— the  fatare  must; 
And  wiser  than  was  she  of  yore, 

"With  etieaming  hdr  and  glaring  eyes, 

Construning  Greece,  by  sacrifice, 
To  beat  a  field,  ne'er  tiod  before, 

And  from  01jmi)ua  snatch  his  lore, 

So  like  him  stand  forevennore — 
Utter  a  prophecy  dirine, 

To  all  the  ^ea  as  they  roll, 

Nothing  immortal,  bat  the  soul. 

And  God,  who  is  of  all  the  whole— 
And  till    the  Ban  shall  cease  to  shine, 
Man,  in  all  ages— this,  la  thine. — 


MONTEZUHA*  37 

O  Cffisar^dead'  at   Brutus'  side, 

Speak,  with  a  yoice  of  bitter  scorn, 

To  reach  the  hero  yet  unborn — 

Speak — for  thy  voice  all  ages  hear, 
And  bid  the  chief  his  conquest  fly. 

To  break  his  sword — ^if  drawing  near 
To  Rome— she  too,  must  yield  or  die — 

Speak— for  the  world  once  bowed  to  thee, 

And  thou  hast  seen  what  none  may  see, 
Ambition— in  her  flower  and  pride. 

O,  splendid  folly  of  the  great, 

The  pride,  to  make  the  heart  elate, 

Tlie  smile,  to  magnify  their  state, 
The  pomp,  that  waits  with  pliant  knees. 
The  looks,  tha-t  bless  yet  inly  freeze! — 

"What  all  the  power  of  man? — a  reed — 
^V^That  all  the  pomp  and  glare  of  thrones? 
A  sepulchre  of  dead  men's  bones. 

To  wake  with  Ufe— as  God  hath  need— 
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Nor  of  the  monarchy  nor  Ms  throne- 
But,  where  to  stand  and   role  alone. 


80y  sweeps  the  Master  Builder  past, 
To  mark  the  laying  of  each  stone, 
For  every  arch  to  Him  is  known, 

As  every  column,  in  the  vast 

Design,  Art  rears  on  His  broad  base, — 
Though,  in  His  hand  he  holds  a  plan, 
He  never  shows  it  thee — O  man — 

Yet  bids  thee  oft  thy  labors  raze. 
To  build  anew— and  where  a  tower, 
For  strength  was  planted— in  an  hour. 

He  lays  it  by  a  viewless  power — 
And  where  the  temple  glows  so  strong, 
Art  smiles  and  cheers  the    work  with  song. 

He  props  it,  with  His  outstretched  hand 

Or  it  must  sink  beneath  the  sand. 
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So,  where  the  ^  boast  of  Art  is  seen, 
And  thence  .a  flood  of  beauty  beams 
On  the  beholder's  eye — who  deems, 

So  rare  a  grace  has  never  been — 
The  Master  Builder,  with  a  frown, 
Commands  the  enyied  splendour,  down. 

So,  when  a  column  seems  to  shake, 
And  bode  disaster  to  an  arch. 

And  every  turret  seems  to  quake, 
As  past,  the  storm  and  tempest  march — 

Or  when  the  lightning  hurtles  by, 
And  gleams  along  its  lofty  dome. 

Art  trembling — impetrates  the  sky. 
To  bind,  or  take  its  terrors  home — 
Then,  dangeiL  is  not  half  so  near, 

As  in  a  stillness,  so  profounds- 
Art  whistles,  and  no  sound  can  hear. 

Save  her  own  mirth  and  glee  resound. 
Through  all  the  temple— day  on  day. 
To  shame  the  blanch  of  fear  away — 
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As  now  a  tremor  of  the  ground, 

Had   spread  disaster  far  around, 
Did  not  the  Master  Builder,  see 

Afar,  the  danger, — and  appear, 
Prevent  the  shock— or  if  it  be, 

Himself,  apply  the  remedy 
Sometimes,  Art  falters  and  debates 

How  she  may  sink  her  base,  too  deep. 
For  frost — or  rear  her  outer  gates, 

80  high,  no  foe  shall  o^er  them  leap — 
And  then  she  feels  earth^s  central  fire, 

As  striking  deep  her  massiye  walls. 
And  smiles — as  armed  hosts  retire 

From  strength  the  stoutest  heart  appals- 
Now    so  secure — she  sleeps  and  dreams. 

Yet  dreaming,  feels  a  sudden  thrill. 
Nor  pain,  nor  pleasure  quite,  it  seems, 

Nor  both  as  one — ^her  pulse  stands  still- 
Her  fears  ascend  the  highest  tower, 
And  mark  the  falling  of  a  star. 
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And  when  she  wakesj  it  is  the  hour 

Of  her  confusion,  from  afar. 
Still,  shall  the  Master  Builder  please, 
He  holds  the  Temple  firm,  mth  ease, 
Against  the  wrath  of  His  decrees. 

80,  when  the  pile  affects  the  sun. 
And  cleayes  the  drifting  clouds   in  twain, 

And  Art  salutes  the  temple — done. 
As  built,  foreyer  to  remain — 

The  Master  Builder — with  a  smile, 

Lays,  in  a  shapeless  heap,  the  pile. 
Scarce  humbled,  still  to  fire  and  flood, 

Her  loss  is  charged— or  to  the  wind,    . 
As  if  the  cause  she  understood. 

By  leaving  far  the  cause  behind — 
So^  she  rebuilds,  to  see  again. 

Her  labors  leyel  with  the  plain. 
Now  she  essays  by  dint  of  strength, 

To  east  yon  mountain  in  the  sea — 
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And  finds  a  mustard  seed  at  lengtli, 

Had  moyed  it,  by  Infinity. 
Yet  she  will  never  quit  her  hold 

Of  man,  to  seize  God^s  ready  hand- 
Will  not  ignore  her  faith  in  gold, 
For  faith,  she  will  not  understand. 


ZZII. 

Art,  bustles  on  from  day  to  day. 

And  roars  her  orders  out  so  loud, 
She  does  not  seem  so  weak  as  they, 

Who  do  her  will  and  round  her  crowd, 
Of  her  half-uttered  plaudit  proud — 

And  still  the  horde  of  toil  moyes  on. 
Begrimed  with  smoke  and  dust — as  care, 

Crowns  close  the  brow  of  every  one, 
And  prints  the  nails  of  labour  there, 
For  God — all  toiling,  unaware 

Sometimes,  He  builds  without  a  stone, 
And  sometimes  buildeth  quite  alone, 
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Yet  never,  till  Art  overthrown — 

He  claims  the  work,  as  all  His  own: 

And  when  the  Temple  stands  complete, 

It  shall  be  worthy— for  His  feet. 


XYTTT. 

Thou  too  hast  dreams,  barbaric  Chief, 
And  many  conquests  now  hast  won. 
Unrivalled  deeds  of  valor  done — 
Yet  in  the  future  more  is  seen 
Of  glory — that  has  ever  been — 

By  thy  rapt  eye  as  fancy  leads 
The  Aztec  squadrons  to  the  field- 
Smote  by  whose  valor,  all  must  yield. 

Except  the  thunder-bearing  steeds. 

Thy  seers  predict,  on  some  far  day, 

Shall  strike  the  Aztec  with-  dismay, 

And  snatch  his  ancient  crown  away 

Yet  doom  is  not  a  dread — so  far, 

The  thunder  of  that  dieadftil  war^ 
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And  thou  art  deeping  on  thy  tlirone, 

As  if  thy  rule  were  quite  alone, 

And  knowcst  not,  thy  reign— how  brief. 


Who  answers  to  the  call  of  God, 

As  Art  recoyers  from  the  Deep, 
A  World,  by  Christians  never  trod, 

A  World  in  nature^s  arms  asleep  t 
O  lust  for  gold,  is   it  for  thee. 

To  cram  thy  hoard  yet  more  with  gold. 
As  if  the  greater  World  to  be, 

Were  thine  to  ravish,  like  the  old? 
O  lust  for  power — to  deem  that  call. 

Be  only  for  thy  straining  ear — 
As  if  the  0od  who  governs  all. 

By  thee,  would  sway  His  sceptre  here? — 
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XXV. 

May  loye,  be  shadowed   in  a  dream, 

Half  sensuous,  half  of  heayen,  distilled? 
May  hope  ascend  and  flash  a  beam 

Athwart  the  vault,  of  sorrow  filled? 
May  joy  outwing  her  flight  of  joy, 

And  bridge  the  chasm  with  a  smile? 
May  peace,  man  may  not  quite  destroy, 

O'ertop  the  whole — God,  all  the  while? 
Where — ^but  in  vision  of  the  blest  ?— 
Where?— in  the  bosom  of  the  West. 


XXVI. 

Un-Christ-Iike  era  of  the  Cross, 

Paling  the  crescent  sword  for  sword. 
When  all  her  gain  foreshadows  loss. 
Her  faith  albeit  a  Pontiffs  word- 
Vicegerent  of  the  Lamb-*he  cries, 
**  Reclaim  for  me  the  wilderness, 
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Dominion,  Bhall  be 
The  end,  the  yilest  means,  shall  bless.^ 

xxm. 
Much  like  the~  knight,  who  dreams  a  dream, 

Dashed  with  some  toomej — ^weakly  lost — 
When  aU  his  crowding  fancies  seem 

An  arch  rebuke  of  shame,  it  cost — 
Dreamt  Spain — ^for  such  a  yision  swept 

Before  her  eye — ^that,  when  the  Mom 
Dispelled  it — she  arose  and  wept«- 

Anon,  a  look  of  mingled  scorn 
And  Talor  on  her  jewels '  cast — 
"The  chivalry  of  Spain— is  past. 
Her  crown  has  shed  its  lustre— last — 

If  the  true  vision  be  not  minel" — 
Meekly,  her  orisons  she  said, 

A  pray'r— but  for  the  heart— divine — 
Embraced  the  Cross^but  saw,  instead, 
The  PontiflTs  hand-light  on  her  head  I 
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xxvm. 
Yet,  Thou  dost  ecourge  the  race,  O  God, 
Not  by  a  word,  but  with  a  rod. 
No  more  Thy  yoice  is  heard — "I  will" — 

But  Thou  dost  strike  by  man,  a  blow 

To  build  a  State  or  lay  it  low: 
Yet  all  the  blood  his  hands  may  spill, 
Flows  back  in  his  own  cup,  until 

Thy  hand  presents  his  lip  the  cup. 

And  he,  all  shuddering,  drinks  it  up. 
So  too  a  nation  drains  the  lees, 

And  wrings  th^m  out  and  drains  them  o^er,    ii 
And  still  drinks  on — ^tho'  on  her  knees. 

Imploring  less — and  crammed  with  more. 


XXIX. 

World  of  the  sunset — thou  art  now, 

Doomed  to  the  sacrificial  fire, 
A  fillet  binds  thy  maiden  brow. 
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Thy  hands  are  pinioned  by  thy  die, 
Yet  dying,  thou  shalt  not  expire. 


Now,  do  the  chiTaliy  of  Spain, 

With  blended  orison  and  oath, 
Swear  to  reclaim  the  earth  again, 

By  Holy  Rood,  or  lance,  or  both. 
Another  World,  the  Genoese, 

Had  sought,  with  his  adventurous  keel. 
Had  found — yet  till  his  obsequies, 

Spain  tears  the  wound  no  time  shall  heal — 
And  of  that  World,  all  Europe  rung 

With  tales  to  frenzy  young  and  old — 
As  gold  has  loosened  every  tongue. 

Spain,  snufis  a  breath  of  wealth  untold. 

And  asks  in  Jesus'  name,  for  gold! 
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Yet,  on  the  Aztec  long  a  stain, 

Outlawed  of  mercy — ^guilt,  that  called 
To  Heayen  for  vengeance,  in  a  rain, 
Such  as  erst  fell  upon  the  Plain, 

And  Sodom  and  her  peers  appalled — 
Deep,  damning  crime,  to  light   a  Hell, 

Where  nature  strove  to  smile  a  Heaven, 
Crime,  but  to  name  it — ^were  to  swell, 

The  wail  of  Aztecs  unforgiven. 
Thick,  with  the  gore  of  captive  foes, 

The  stone  of  sacrifice  confessed 
A  crime,  that  ages  Heaven-ward  rose 

To  damn  the  heathen  of  the  West 
There,  to  their  Gods,  with  sightless  eyes. 

Whose  pulseless  hearts,  no  pity  warms — 

With  smoking  hearts  for  sacrifice. 

With  horrent  hair  and  swaying  arms, 
3 
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■With  bodies  torn,  wifh  piteous  cries, 

They  look  for  safe^,  in  alarma, 
Tet,  perish  wildly  in  snrprise — 
And  their  last  wail  from  Hell  moat  rise. 

Still,  what  hast  thoo,  O  Spain,  to  do, 

With  holy  Kood,  or  Holy  Bee? 
Art  thou  spoatle  of  the  Trae! 

Is  ChiiBt  commended  well  by  thee? 
The  Mnae  is  silent  as  she  hears 

Thy  thunder  break  on  sayage  ehoTes, 
As  in  the  van  the  Cross  appears, 

To  sanctify,  as  man  explores 
Barbaric  lands — to  bless  the  day, 
The  pagan  owns  the  Christian's  sway. 


O  Spaniard,  thon  art  brave  a  knight, 
As  ever  put  a  lance  in '  rest, 
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And  whoso,  shall  thine  honor  slight, 

0]>  stain  the  fair  with  ribald  jest, 
Thy  blood  shall  curdle  at  the  wrong, 

Thy  lip  shall  curl — thine  eye  dart  fire, 
And  he  must  bear  thy  corse  along, 

Or  crayen,  at  thy  feet  expire. 
So,  thou  hast  grayen  on,  thy  shield, 

Immortal  trophies  of  thy  wars. 
As  thou  hast  borne  from  every  field. 

Undying  honors  in  thy  scars — 
So,  such  a  pomp  about   thee  waits. 

When  thou  art  knelt  before  thy  throne, 
A  fortress  safe  within  her  gates, 

Who  wields  a  sceptre  quite  alone. 
What  hast  thou  gathered  from  the  Deep, 

As  pearls  to  bind  along  thy  brow? 
And  power  thou  hast,  all  monarchs  weep, 

And  stand  appalled  before  thee  now. 
And  thou  hast  eycry  pomp  of  Art, 

So  all  the  bays  of  wit  be  thine; 
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And  thou  hast  pulses  in  tiij  heart, 
For  dance  and  song— for  mirth  and  mne, 
And  love  smiles  o^er  it  all  divine. 
80  thou  hast  grayer  sport  to  cheer 

The  languid  jaded  pulse  of  life, 
A  sport,  compelling  joy  of  fear, 

As  T^azes  loud  and  fierce  the  strife, 
Ere  horse  and  rider  in  the  dust, 
Implore  the  final,  fatal  thrust,  • 

And  the  mad  victim   reeling  dies — 

A  spectacle  to  feast  thine  eyes, 

O  Spain,  with  blood,  when  ceasing  war, 

Thy  dead  assault  God^s  ear^afar. 


ZXXTV. 

Say,  hast  thou  not  enough,  O  Spain  ? 
What  other  conquest  wouldst  thou  gain? 
Another  world  beyond  the  Main? 
Pause— for  thy  knell  is  in  th^  boom 
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Of  eyery  minister  of  war, 

That  sends  a  pagan  to  his  doom, 
Beneath  thy  terror-dripping  star. 

Thoumay^st  stretch  empire  far  and  wide, 
And  giye  to  pagan  tribes  thy  name, 

Yet  higher  flamit  thy  towering  pride. 
And  wider  spread  thy  martial  fame— 

*But  what  if  loss  be  all  thy  gain? 
And  eyery  conquest  but  a  blot, 

So  every  trophy  but  a  stain 

Late,  on  the  Mistress  of  the  Main? 
Better  is  glory  then — or  not  ? 

What  if  thy  throne,  whose  true  defense 
Is  in  the  plaudits  it  shall  win, 

For  shielding  well  all  innocence, 
And  thrusting  deep  the  lance  within 

The  armed  betrayer  of  a  land, 
Who  sells  her  fame  for  paltry  gold? 

Or  him,  who  crayen,  lifts  his  hand, 

To  slay  the  weak,  if  they  withstand 
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Such  lost,  as  makes  e'en  cowards  bold — 
What,  if  thy  throne  so  vast  and  old, 
Shall  weep  thy  triumph  as  thy  fall. 
As  Death  draws  near,  to  spread  his  pall, 
Not  o'er  one  trimnph,  but  o'er  all — 
Would  this  thy  spirit  then  appal? 


XXXV. 

O  Spain,  thy  brother  is  the  weak, 

So  draw  him  closely  to  thy  side, 
And  if  a  foe  his  msJice  wreak. 

Upon  that  brother — ^woe  betide 
The  craTen=— as  thy  lance  shall  find 
His  life  and  thrust  his  corse  behind: 
And  greener  bays  thy  fox^he&d  bind, 
Than  thou  hast  won  on  any  field, 
Or  yet  shall  win— though  pagans  yield 
A  World  to  thee — with  hoarded  gold, 
Not  to  be  measured— nor  be  told. 
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Dost  thou  not  cry  out  stoutly— shame  I 
Whene'er  the  robber  binds  his  prey, 
And  snatch  his  yictim  straight  away? 
So  when  the  yulture  strikes  the  lamb? 
And  with  a  curse  eternal,  damn 
The  wretch,  who  makes  his  strength  a  plea, 
For  shameless  deed  of  infamy  ? — 

And  yet  the  robber  is  thy  name. 


xxxvn. 
What,  if  a  prophet  told  thee  now, 
Thou  wert  adorning  for  thy  brow, 

A  wreath  of  scorpions,  to  sting 
Thy  life   into  a  frenzy— till, 

Thy  flesh  be  as  a  phantom  seen, 

And   scarce  the  soul  within  it  screen 
From  scorn,  that  wounds  yet  may  not  kill 

The  wretch,  who  still  to  life  must  cling? 
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Thy  rage  had  like  a  tempest  then, 
Barst— and  the  world  had  cried,  Amen, 
As  thou  hadst  pointed  with  a  frown, 
To  every  jewel  in  thy  crown — 
Bright,   with  that  chiyalric  renown, 
Oft  won— of  need,  pledged  thee  again. 

XXXVilL 

Out  with  thy  plea,  for  so  much  blood, 

0  Spaniard— all  the  world  would  hear, 
For,  of  the  ages  since  the  Flood, 

None  purchased  glory  half  so  dear — 
"Hear  me— I  come" — the  Sx>aniard  cries — 

"I  come,  the  messenger  of  God, 
Clothed  with  a  warrant  from  the  skies, 

To  smite  as  Christ's  avenging  rod — 
Wherefore  a  land  devote  to  crime? 

Why  jeers  that  scoff  at  Heaven  for  Hell? 
A  record,  foulest  of  all  time, 

Enough  with  rage  the  damned  to  swell? 
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Go  ask  of  Heaven,  if  it  be  josi, 

To  slay  the  pfagan  by  his  shrine? 
To  quicken  with  the  Cross  the  dust, 

Erst  -was  and  may  be  yet  divine? 
Shall  a  World  slumber  on  the  waste 

Of  waters  longer— and  no  arm, 
For  her  deliverance  make  haste? 

Shall  not  a  voice  dispel  the  charm, 
The  nightmare  of  the  ages  cast 

About  her,  dreaming  anxious  dreams, 
Of  a  forgotten,  glorious  past — 

As  the  age  passing  fiercely  gleams 
On  her  as  bound  for  6acrifice, 
And  not  a  voice  command  her— rise? 

Shall  pagan  altars  blot  the  sun, 
With  clouds  of  incense— shall  the  gore 

Of  victims,  like  a  river  run, 
And  cry  for  vengeance,  evermore —  • 

And  not  a  blade  bound  iirom  its  sheath  ? 

And  not  a  lance  spring  from  its  rest? 
3* 
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And  not  a  cannon  thunder  death, 
So  distant  ages  may  be  blest? 

Shall  all  yon  pomp  of  nature  wait 
The  poor  barbarian's  yile  behest? 

And  for  a  heaven  of  man's  estate, 
Eternal  pains  possess  the  West  ? 

Is  a  dog  better  than  a  saint? 
A  saint  less  holy,  if  he  slay 

The  dog,  -whose  growl  and  yomit  taint 
That  air,  the  saint  would  breathe,  to  pray  ? '' 


XxxTY. 

"Conquest  is  glory,  if  for  Thee, 

Whose  Sign  is  giyen  to  my  hand, 
An  orlflam,  on  bended  knee, 

To  bear  victorious  o'er  a  land — 
Conquest  is  glory — if  that  Sign 
^     Shall  o'er  the  Teocalli  rise. 
And  publish  messages  divine. 
To  open  Heaven  to  pagan  eyes — 
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Conquest  is  glory — if  the  Sun, 

Shall  tear  his  yeil  of  blood  away, 
And  smile,   the  day  Spain  shall  have  won, 

A  smile  reserved  against  that  day — 
Charge,  if  ye  will,  that  all  for  gold, 

And  not  for  Christ,  I  draw  the  blade^ 
A  thousand  ages  shall  unfold 

The  truth— the  lie  before  it  fade — 
Brand  me  with  lust  of  every  name 

Escaped  from  Hell — I  am  content, 
A  wiser  age  shall  wear  my  shame. 

Divine  in  every  lineament — 
Yes — ^by  our  Lady,  and  by  Him, 

Who  wields  the  destinies  of  men, 
Yet,  shall  be  patent,  what  is  dim. 

And  thou,  O  Casuist— wait  till  then — 

Wait  thou,  from  Heaven,  a  late  amen/' 
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So,  Spain,  the  Muse  had  done  thee,  wrong, 
Had  song  a  fable  for  a  song. 
Did  0he  not  impetrate  the  skies, 
To  yield  the  secret  to  her  cries — 

Of  Inst  and  blood,  of  crime  and  wrong, 
A  page  so  dark,  our  cnrions  eyes. 
Its  mystic  character,  defies — 

Ere  their  reply — ^as  rolls  along 
A  blessing,  widening,  as  it  rolls 
To  fill  the  space  between  the  poles — 

Before  it,  thrones  to  dust  are  hnrled, 

And  it  shall  fill  anon  the  World, 
And  crown  the  Conquest  of  the  Strong. 


ZLI. 

Spain,  bums  for  gold — she  hurls  the  lance — 
Her  blade  is  trenchant  where  it  fidls: 

The  pagans  yield — her  arms  advance. 
Her  prowess  all  their  heart  appals. 
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She  gains  a  conquest  by  the  sea, 

She  plants  the  Cross  -where  she  has  won, 
The  pagan,  for  the  Holy  See — 

Her  sons,  the  spoil,  for  duty  done — 
She  cannot   brook  the  slow  delay 

Of  faith,  that  works  all  marvels  sure, 
To  whom,  a  year  is  as  a  day. 

For  conquests,  ever  to  endure — 
She  must  the  swifter  march  of  steel. 

Of  fire  and  waste,  to  serve  her  Gtod — 
Who  does  not  hide,  for  crimes  reveal 

A  path,    to   tread — ^where  He  had  trod. 

XLU. 

And  now,  she  presses  near  the  seat 

Of  Aztec  empire — near  the  scene. 
All  hearts  were  fired,  but  to  repeat 

Of  gold,  its  hoard— of  Art,  its  sheen: 
She  lingers  by  the  wide  champaigns, 

Her  eye  delighted,  sweeps  them  o'er — 
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By  lakes  asleep  o^er  all  the  plains, 
Flowers  rouse  a  shame,  unfelt  before— 

It  looks,  a  land  of  Moses  seen, 
A  land,  by  Israel  scourged  of  old. 

Swept,  of  her  vines  and  cities  clean — 
Yet  Spain  would  scourge  this  land— for  gold  I 
The  air,  so  slumbrous,  with  its  load 

Of  fragrance — ^toil,  invites  to  sleep- 
Life  thert  had  settled  her  abode — 

Man,  had  no  sympathy,  would  weep, 
In  such  a  paradise  of  joy — 

Nature  had  spread  before  his  eye. 
Spain  shrinks  such  beauty  to  destroy 

She  shrinks,  such  love,  to  terrify. 


XLm. 
Yet,  on— ^with  gold,  they  pave  her  way, 

The  Aztecs— to  entreat  her  smile. 
Or  swift  return,  who  comes  to  slay — 

Her,  whom  they  dazzle  on  the  while — 
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No  gift  of  furs — of  curious  skill, 

No  hoard  of  gold,  shall  hold  her  back- 
She  pushes  her  advance— until, 

Her  chargers  scarce  a  furlong  lack, 
Ere  each  shall  prance  with  leaping  crest^ 

Along  her  sounding  streets — and  bear 
The  Conquerors  of  half  the  West, 

To  wonder,  rest  and  tarry  there: — 
The  monarch  greets  her  with  a  smile, 
As  she  has  entered  in,  the  while. 
Her  eyes,  haye  seen  her  long  desire, 

Her,  heart,  a  quicker  pulse  has  caught. 
Her  eye,  a  fiercer  flame  of  fire, 

Her  soul,  with  crescent  lust  is  fraught. 
8he  saw  the  Orient  live,  in  art. 

Long  crumbled  on  its  wasted  soil. 
As  from  th^  grave,  a  flame  shall  start, 

AH  left,  the  worm  may  not  despoil. 
She  well-nigh  shuddered,  as  she  saw 

The  strength  of  ages  welded  there. 
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She  even  felt,  that  to  withdraw, 
Were  wiser—than  sach  strength,  to  dam 

XLIV. 

A  sight — ^to  string  her  nerves  anew, 

A  sight — ^to  stir  her  blood  with  rage, 
A  sight— to  prove  her  mission  true, 

As  sent,  a  war  for  Christ,  to  wage— 
The  Teocalli,  lodging  high — 

Its  top,  against  the  balmy  air. 
To  blister  with  its  crimes  the  sky. 

To  startle  hell,  by  more  despair 
Of  hope,  than  fiends  have  come  to  feel: 

A  mystery  of  sin,  that  told, 
Onr  common  woe  and  common  weal, 

Are  ever  new  and  never  old — 
Religion  mnst  for  aye  ascend. 

By  crime  to  Heaven — ^if  wanting  fidth-- 
Will,  on  the  Smi,  her  hopes  depend. 
Will,  by  his  strength,  her  fears  defend. 
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Will  credit  all  the  angnr  saitli— 

Since  to  believe,  is  as  to  live, 

And  man  for  hope  his  life  shall  giye. 


XLV. 

Yet,  shalt  thou  press  the  Cross,  in  yainy 
Upon  the  heathen  conscience,  Spain — 

As  in  the  pomp  of  Aztec  state, 
The  Monarch  of  an  ancient  line. 

Too  weak  to  quarrel  with  his  fate. 
Would  hail  his  captive  as  divine. 

Would  on  his  pleasure  craven  wait. 

To  sigh  for  strength — an  hour  too  late. 


XLVI. 

As  stand  the  children  of  the  Sun 
Before  this  Monarch  of  the  West, 

Who  see  unbidden,  are  undone. 
Who  see  permitted,  must  be  blest — 
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Spake  Cortes  first — a  man  of  stedi 
Ambition,  simulating  zeal, 

The  frenzy  in  his  bosom: — "ChielJ 
We  come,  no  scourge — ^we  come,  thy  peace— 

Thy  gods  were  long  our  Father's  grief. 
He  bids  you  by  the  Cross — increase. 

For,  know,  O  Monarch,  on  a  time 
Ere  was  the  Aztec— ere  was  Spain, 

Man  was—and  man  was  not — by  crima 
A  curse  fell  on  him,  to  remain. 

Till  it  was  lifted  off  by  God- 
That  curse  was  measured  by  His  Son, 

Who  bore  in  his  own  flesh  a  rod. 
To  fall  on  man— had  man  undone. 


ZLyn; 
He,  the  true  God — of  woman  bom. 

Bom  in  a  stable — had   not  where 
To  lay  his  head — of  man  the  scorn, 

Of  man — ^his  ransom  from  despair: 


Bom  of  a  Virgin — ^was  a  child, 

Yet  was  the  Highest,  with  all  power, 
Unlike  our  flesh,  was  tmdefiled; 

Unlike  our  life — liyes  to  this  hour. 
He  lived  of  poverty,  a  life. 

He  sought  the  highest  weal  of  man, 
By  words  of  peace  would  heal  his  strife, 

He  closed  his  life  as  life  began, 
With  miracles  and  alms,  to  prove 
Divine  his  mission,  like  his  love. 
To  pay  the  debt  of  man,  still  due 

To  God~He  died  upon  the  Cross, 
A  sacrifice  for  me  and  you. 

Life  gain  with  Him — ^without  Him,  loss. 
Dead — He  was  buried  in  a  grave. 

Thence  He  arose  and  in  a  cloud,  . 
Ascended  whence  he  came  to  save, 

His  Godhead  fully  now  allowed. 
Sent  thence  his  legate  to  the  East, 

And  now  by  His  vicegerent  reigns^ 
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His  rule  the  strongest  from  the  least, 
His,  to  be  all  of  power  remaiiis. 


ZLYin. 

The  Holy  Father  whom  we  serve, 

Bade  us  present  to  you  the  boon 
Of  Christ— your  conscience  to  preserve. 

To  stay  your  power  poised  at  high  noon. 
See,  not  by  sacrificial  rite, 

Hot  by  the  blood  of  captives  slain. 
But  with  His  sign  full  in  thy  sight, 

Believe  He  died— and  life  attain. 
See  in  the  solemn  rite  of  Mass — 

The  sacred  fiuth    by  which  we  live, 
See  as  the  wafer  on  we  pass, 

Life  as  the  very    Christ   shall   give— 
Our  prayer,  is  to  entreat  by  Him, 

The, God  who  made  us,  to  relent — 
So  when  we  rise  by  chant  or  hymn. 

We  rise  to  Christ,  our  chastisement. 
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Yet,  to  ihe  Yirgm  more  is  due 

Of  praise,  as  Mother  of  our  God, 
As  hers  a  power  so  vast  to  sue 

For  peace,  "when  God  would  lift  His  rod-^ 
So  by  the  Virgin  and  this  Sign 
Our  faith  and  hope  are  one,  divine. 

■  * 

Abandon  theu,  O  Man,  I  plead 

By  Jesus^  Cross,  by   Jesus*  blood. 
By  Heaven,  the  single  hope  we  need. 

By  Her  who  bore  Him — Her,  who  stood, 
Beheld  Him  perish  as   Her  son — 
God,  who  in  flesh  their  conquest  won, 
Theirs — ^who  the  deed  of  shame  had  done — 
Abandon,  I  entreat  thee,  then. 

Thy  shame  of  lust — thy  sacrifice. 
That  lights  on  thy  own  head  again, 

A  curse  more  potent  thence  than  flies — 
The  curse  of  murder — worse  than  all. 

An  evil  conscience,  like  a  ghoul. 
Thy  shrinking  senses  to  appal, 
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To  oyerwhelm  with  shame  the  soul — 
Of  sin  and  death  and  Hell,  the  whole. 

Answer — submit  thine  empire  now, 

To  Spain— whose  throne  is  by  the  East, 
And  then  the  crown  sits  on  thy  brow. 

Thou  shalt  esteem  thy  boast  the  least 
Arise,  shake  off  thy  chains,  and  be 

A  neophyte  of  Christ,  and  fly 
Thy  shame,  thy  terrors — ^thence  be  free, 

And  rear  the  Cross  against  the  sky; 
live,  with  that  sign  before  thine  eye— 
And  in  the  faith  of  Christians,  die.'* 


L. 

No  more,  the  Christian.— Then  the  Chief, 
Who  heard  the  Christian  in   amaze. 

Would  his  long  argument  were  brief. 
Fixed  on  the  first  an  earnest  gaze; 


Fixed,  as  if  gazing  on  his  doom; 

Fixed,  as  if  they,  before  him  stood 
Had  opened  at  his  feet,  a  tomb — 

Would  dip  their  fingers  in  his  blood: 
"Hear  me,  O  Christian — ^I  am  one, 

Of  a  long  line  of  Aztec  kings — 
Yet  they  who  first  this  empire  won. 

Whose  pleasure  to  its  fortunes  clings — 
Were  gods,  or_  were  from  gods  descended. 

Had  built  the  Aztec  empire  well, 

Left  hope  of  Heaven  and  fear  of  Hell — 
And  then  as  gods,  to  Heaven  ascended— 
Or  to  the  East,  whence  ye  are  come. 

Passed— till  such  flight  of  time  should  be 
Their  pleasure— to  resume  this  home. 

Restore  their  reign — command  us  flee — 

They  dwell,  in  you — our  fall,  in  me. 
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Now,  by  the  yision  of  oar  seera, 

Who  saw  this  hour,  and  erst  foretold. 
What  to  my  senses  now  appears, 

Now,  with  .the  remnant  of  my  gold — 
A  hoard,  so  many  ages  swelled, 

All  shall  be  Spain^s — all,  all,  her  owi^ 
And  all  the  empire  I  haye  held, 

By  due  succession  to  the  throne 
Of  all  the  Aztecs— all,  be  hers, 

To  rule  by  me  supreme  alone — 
My  people,  all  her  worshipi>ers : 

But  the  sublime  and  solemn  rites. 
By  which  we  rose  and  stand,  e'en  now, 

Our  hope,  the  soul  to  Heaven  inyites, 
What  were  the    crown  adorns  my  brow? 

What  were  the  gold  transcending  weight? 
What  were  an  empire  half  the  West? 

What  were  the  last  demand  of  fate — 

* 

When  death  be  come,  to  die  unblest? 


So,  never  Bhall  that  sign  be  raised 
Above  the  Teocalli— no! 

Nor  shall  the  Virgin  here  be  praised. 
Till  every  Aztec  be  laid  low." 


Ln. 
"Repent  thee,"  cries  the  Christian,  "still, 

Btill  is  the  Cross,  uplifted  high, 
Consent,  thy  heart — agree,  thy  will, 

Look  it— and  live— look  not — ^and  die." 
No — ^had  the  Victim  from  the  tree, 

Whence  He  dismissed  His  life  for  men, 
Published  the  Aztec — ^liberty. 

That  voice  he  had  not  heeded  then, 

Had  not  responded  Christ — amen. 
His  blindness  was  of  sin  the  veil. 

Wrought  by  the  fingers  of  his  scorn, 
A  fabric,  to  assault — as  mail — 

A  state  of  hope  and  heaven,  forlorn, 
•4 
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Right  then  or  wrong— his  glooming  fate  t 

Shall  not  the  axe  restore  the  soil 
To  son  and  dew,  to  qnicken  late, 

A  harvest,  Death  shall  not  despoil? 
The  query — man^s— God  shall  reply, 

And  roll  it  down  the  centuries, 
In  signs,  translated  to  the  eye. 

Of  crime—its  keys  and  ministries. 


Lin. 
The  Monarch  shuddered— hope  had  fled; 

^s  star  was  sweeping  madly  down, 
A  risen  star  was  flaming  red. 

Streamed  baleful  fires  along  his  crown — 
His  gods  were  flinging  him  their  frown. 

What  should  he?    rise  and  die  a  king? 
Beg,  like  a  craven?— or  confess— 

Accept  his  fate  and  take  its  sting? 
Or  from  a  monarch  shrink  to  less. 
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Than  is  that  strategy  of  pride, 

Outraging  doom,  by  suicide? 
He  yields — ^yields  eyery  inch  of  ground, 

He  clasps  his  shadow,  lest  it  fly- 
Last,  yields  his  members  to  be  bound, 

Done — the  weak  tear  escapes  his  eye. 
What  now  of  life  remains  to  him, 

Is  less  a  terror  than  a  dream. 
His  vision  is  so  bleared  and  dim. 

If  things  be  not,  or  as  they  seem. 
He  knows  not^recks  not — all,  is  lost — 

His  spirit  reels  along  the  verge 
Of  that  despair,  her  weakness  cost, 

Out-trayels  death — rolls  out  the  dirge 
Of  the  Destroyer,  ere  he  come — 
Then  sits,  despair — blank,  fVozen,  dumb. 


LIV. 

The  wrath  of  Spain  now  waxes  hot- 
The  temple  of  the  gods  must  fall, 
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The  Cross  must  glorify  the  spot, 

Whence,  Hell  ascends  its  Heaven  to  blot — 
Thence,  fling  its  gift  of  life  to  all. 

It  fell,  and  such  a  cry  arose. 
As  all  the  damned,  quick  with   their  pains, 

Had  uttered  in  one  shriek,  their  woes- 
No  more  of  weakness  now  remains, 
Fear  rises  terror — bursts  its  chains, 

Havoc  and  fire,  and  waste  and  storm, 
Howl  like  a  torrent — and  no  more 

Of  man— he  takes  his  latent  form — 
Baptized  of  hell,  to  build  it  o^er. 


LV. 

Blasphemy  ?— Yet  appeal  to  God, 

By  arms — the  balance  in  His  hand. 
Adjust,  to  tremble  at  His  nod — 
Incline,  as  he  casts  down  His  rod, 
Fortune — ^His  purpose,  that  must  stand. 
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LVI. 

'With  the  assault,  the  chance  of  war, 

The  storm  of  fire— the  wrath  of  steel, 
Death  nigh,  less  shunned  than  death  afar, 

The  yell,  the  charge — and  columns  reel, 
A  mangled  holocaust  of  life—* 

Or  storm  the  last  defence  and  hold 
Aloft  the  terms  shall  close  the  strife, 

Or  so  much  soil,  or  so  much  gold. 
Perhaps  the  last  demand  of  lust. 

Belched  o'er  the  corse  of  every  foe, 
Shall  sweep,  a  whirlwind,  all  the  dust 

Of  power,  the  torch  has  last  laid  low. 


Lvn. 
Kow,  does  that  Empire  melt  away, 

Before  the  Christian — ^like  the  cloud. 
That  blots  th^    mom,  what  time  the  day 

Ascends,  and  waves  it  disallowed, 
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Back  to  tbin  air — As  when  some  scourge 

Sweeps  o^er  a  land  and  every  place, 
Filled  .wth  its  dead,  swells  the  wild  dirge 

Of  an  annihilated  race — 
As  when  the  breakers  lash  the  shore, 

And  hull  and  shroud  and  helm  and  spaii 
Are  stranded,  sea-ward  neyermore, 

To  court  the  light  of  polar  star — 
As  when  a  storm  bursts  from  the  sky, 

And  seeks  fair  regions  to  devour, 
Nature  recoils,  yet  cannot  fly, 

And  Art  surrenders  to  its  powers- 
like  that  dread  stillness  that  invites 

To  'Soft  repose— presaging  doom 
To  cities,  whom  the  earthquake  smites. 

And  hurries  living  to  their  tomb- 
So  do  these  pagans  disappear, 

Their  prowess  fallen  with  their  star. 
Their  gods  all  false  when  foes  are  near, 
Yielding,  the  Pale  Face  from  afar, 
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The  Aztec  empire,  eyerxnore— 
One  wail  ascends  from  all  that  race, 

They  weep  their  fall — their  Monarch's  more, 
And  Montezuma  yells  his  face. 

Now,  of  all  terror  e'er  had  been, 
Chagrin,  that  e'er  a  soul  had  felt. 

Disaster,  shiyering  neryes  had  seen, 
Compassion  more  for  his  shall  melt — 

A  monarch — ^giyen  to  the  blast, 
As  if  the  last  leaf  from  a  tree. 

Had  stood  the  storms  of  all  the  Past, 
Dead — ^by  the  breath  of  God's  decree. 

What,  his  blush  ?— shame  1    his  pallor  ?—fear  ? 

■ 
If  granted — still  the  Chief  were  braye, 

But  for  the  yidon,  seen  of  seer, 
Braye  yet— if  courage  still  might  saye 

An  Empire,  from  the  faU  of  doom. 
Command  the  Sun  till  it  has  won, 

And  thrust  the  gods  in  its  own  tomb^ 
To  dose,  when  battle  shall  be  done— 
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The  Aztec^s  agony  witiun. 
No  Muse,  were  equal  to  portray: 

Where  agony  must  first  begui, 
Wound  deepest — and  yet  never  slay, 
No  eye  shall  enter,  to  soryey 
Such  dole  and  hold  it  to  the  day— 

Him,  brand  not  coward — chief  aa  braTOi 
As  ever  with  the  bow  or  spear, 

Laid  Indian  prowess  in  the  giaTe— 
Now  weaker  than  a  woman^s  tear — 

"Had  I  an  hour  and  in  that  hour 
Were  all  the  valor  of  the  past — 

Stood  in  my  sight  the  Aztec  flower 
Of  every  age — mine,  were  not  last 

Oh  I    Hope — Oh  I    impotence  of  hope, 
A  charm  to  brighten  brightest  skies— 

Oh!    Valor—with  a  child  to  cope. 
As  crowds  despair,  the  hireling  flies- 
Predicted  strangers  from  the  East, 
Ye  Children  of  the  Sun,  be  come — 
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Could  je  not  spare  my  reign  at  least, 
And  strike  some  future  monarcli  dumb? 

Yet  longer  might  the  Aztec  throne, 
Hold  fast  its  empire  o^er  its  foes, 

And  by  their  smoking  hearts  atone, 
For  aU  the  crimes  the  gods  oppose — 

Yet  might  I  boast  the  power  I  won. 
By  prowess — ere  the  fatal  diEiy, 

The  mighty  of&pring  of- the  Sun, 
Came — and  my  courage  died    away— > 
Came — whom  to  see  is  to  obey — 
A  Conqueror  of  god-like  birth 
Another  hemisphere,  or  earth, 

As  our  traditions  darkly  run, 
Had  nourished  grimly  on  her  breast, 

Chieftain,  begotten  of  the  Sun, 
To  seize  the  Empire  of  the  West- 
It  is  not  I  in  tins  dark  hour, 
Who  yields— nnce  all  must  yield  to  fate, 

I  yield  to  your  superior  power, 
4* 
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Ye  gods — ^who  laid  the  Aztec  stat&-» 

It  were  not  hard  to  die  alone*- 
It  were  not  hard  to  die  a  king — 

But  hard  to  die  without  a  throne, 
To  die  alone  and  feel  the  sting, 

That  only  humbled  spirits  feel — 
Oh  I   not  to  die— till  my  dread  reign, 

Had  proved  the  falsehood  of  the  soers, 
And  Montezuma^s  youth  again  ^' — 

— He  ceased — and  could  not  for  his  tears, 
Ceased — for  the  monarch  and  the  man 

Had  sunk  within  him — all  remained, 
Was  life — now  flickering  as  life  can, 

In  slaves  with  soul  and  body  chained 
With  fetters,  never  to  be  broken, 
Till  the  Destroyer  has  outspoken: 
Not  dying,— -like  the  brave,  in  arms. 

Or  hero,  when  the  day  is  won. 
Or  such  as  life  to  life  still  charms. 

Or  life  that  waits  its  setting  ann, — 
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Not  like  the  monarch  who  lies  down 

Royal  as  ever,  with  his  dead, 
His  throne  secure— as  bright  his  crown, 

As  when  it  lighted  on  his  head — 
Not,  as  he  dies — and  no  regret, — 

Whose  life  a  purpose,  closed  its  ainii 
And  if  he  linger — ^lingers  yet. 

To  find  a  world  beyond  his  &me, — 
Not  as  the  Chie^  who  shuts  his  eye 

On  eyery  conquest,  save  his  own, 
Not  how  to  live— but  how  to  die, 

A  triumph,  last,  of  courage  shown — 
Dumb — with  his  arms  across  his  breast, 
He  sought  the  Aztec^s  promised  rest. 
Last  of  his  race,  to  sway  the  West — 
The  weakest — ^bravest — ^and  the  best. 


liVni. 
Spain— bound,  and  conquered  by  his  fears  I- 
Or  he  had  closed  the  strife— and  thou 
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Wert  not  remorseful^  moyed  to  tears 

For  jewels  falling  from  thy  brow. 
Fatal  prediction  of  the  seer, 
All  saw  fulfilled  in  CayaUer, 

And  as  thy  chargers  snuffed  the  air 
And  leaped  with  thunder-bearing  crest, 

And  charged  them  flying  everywhere, 
And  when  thy  belching  cannon  pressed 

Their  ranks  that  fly,  but  not  from  death — 
And  when  thy  bearded   warrior   strode. 

Where  dying  Aztecs  held  their  breath, 
And  as  them  routed  down  he  rode — 

Then— leaped  not  courage  from  Sespair, 
Gleamed  not  that  energy  diyine, 

Men  sometimes  snatch — they  know  not  where, 
8hed  from  the  stars  that  o^er  them  shine, 

Or  from  the  Earth — as  when  her  breast 
Antaeus  touched— or  sent  of  God, 

Blazing  along  the  heroes  crest, 
Him,  girt  wiUi  fire— with  thunder  shod. 
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LIX. 

God  reigns— lets  man  affect  to  reign — 

Eyolyes.  a  thought,  first  hallowed — aright — 
Wings  it  till  it  such  growth  attain, 

All  things  must  yield,  would  stay  its  flight, 
A  pledge  of  peace,  a  gage  of  war — 

A  nation^&f  fall  or  large  increase: 
Cause  of  all  discord  till  it  cease. 

So,  revolutions  are  of  God — 
He  seems  to  quite  forsake  His  throne, 

Annihilating  by  His  nod — 
Justice,  so  strange,  as  not  His  own — 

Yet,  all  is  His— how?   to  God,  known. 


So,  has  the  Muse  sung  God— not  man. 
Unless  a  grain  of  dust,  be  all 

Matures,  defends,  shall  close — ^began 
A  scheme — ^must  like  a  drunkard  £tll, 
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If  God  foreako  it,  but  an  hour — 

Or  yield  to  man,  uncliallenged  power. 

Settle  thy  score  with  God,  O  Man — 
And  thou,  O  Muse,  on  crippled  wing, 

Ascend — ^behold,  disclose  the  plan, 
Unfolding,  as  the  ages  ring 

With  famine  scourge,  with  lust  and  war- 
Point  to  the  past,  as  to  a  scroll, 

And  read  its  record  from  afar — 
Since  passing  ages,  as  they  roll, 

Illume  it,  with  a  light  divine-^ 
A  text,  whose  characters  of  blood 

Are,  here  a  picture — there,  a  sign — 
Barely  a  symbol  understood— 

But  all—tranBlated  by  the  skies, 

Stand  clear  and  patent  to  thine  eyes. 

LZL 

Say,  good  and  evil  are  the  whole 
Of  all  the  past— all  yet  to  be— 
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Say,  all  of  man  is  but  his  soul, 

Her  progress,  growth,  she  may  not  see, 
Yet  steady  as  the  tramp  of  Time — 

Say,  God  disposes  by  His  will, 
Of  Man,  in  every  age  and  clime — 

The  nightmare  on  his  soul — and  still 
The  nightmare,  charged  to  man^s  account— 

The  passion,  that  refines  his  heart. 
The  prowess    of  his  soul— to  mount, 

A  miracle  of  strength,  by  Art — 
The  sleep,  now  falling  on  an  age. 

The  breath  sublimes  a  century — 
And  all  the  war,  when  foes  engage, 

The  charge,  repulse — and  victory — 
So,  in  some  winter  of  the  years, 

He  is  the  rock  that  wounds  his  feet,— 
He  is  the  pang  compels  his  tears, — 

He  is  of  life  its  winding  sheets 
Strange?— not  if  God  be  All-in- AH— 

Man,  His— his  drama,  providence 
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Qod,  able  to  samye  our  fall- 
Not,  if  God  be  His  own  defence — 

What  then  is  evil ?— sent  of  God? 
His  ?— yes— with  mission  well  defined, 

It  falls— falls  eyer,  as  a  rod — 
Tet  has  an  oliye  roond  it  twined — 

Before  it  fell — ^He  cast  a  smile, 
And  man  repulsed  it,  with  disdain — 

Pressed  him  with  tears  who  would  reyile, 
Till  at  His  feet  the  fool  was  slain. 

Lxn. 

Ere,  Europe  half  her  strength  diyined-* 
Rose,  like  a  giant,  and  defied 

Empire,  as  treason  to  the  mind, 
Born  of  its  terrors  deified — 

In  her  clenched  fist  the  cords  to  bind 
The  struggling  outgrowth  of  all  thought- 
Man— was  a  grief,  to  madness  wrought, 

By  fright,  a  skeleton — so  near 
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The  verge  of  dissolution— life 
Shrunk  back  to  life,  thro'  simple  fear 

Of  last  extinction — ^in  the  strife 
Of  arms— to  clasp  the  life  it  sought — 

Yet  Europe  was  a  purpose— held 
A  torch  inverted,  in  her  hand, 

Its  light,  of  all  but  her,  beheld, 
Its  mission — ononis  could  understand. 

Lxni. 
Up,  rose  Reform — and  challenged  Heaven, 

Its  argument,  to  test  by  fire — 
And  such  response  of  heaven  was  given, 

Truth,  could  no  witness  yet  desire — 
As  Luther  kindled  with  his  breath 

A  flame,  to  lick  an  ocean  up, 
Christ's  body— not  the  corse  of  death, — 

Christ's  blood— not  mingled  in  the  cup,— 
By  Faith,  delivered  from  the  Sign — 

Proclaimed  the  Great  Reform,  divine. 
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God  spake— man  heard — rolled  on  the  voice- 
All    nations  caught  it,  as  it  rolled,— 

The  future  in  it  would  rejoice, 
Ere  yet  the  ages  could  unfold — 

It  roused  dead  ages  out  of  sleep, 
By  wisdom,  startled  most— the  wise, 

Pledged  every  heart  a  charm  to  keep, 
Snatched  from  the  bosom  of  the  skies. 

Ere,  fell  an  ocean  of  God's  love, 
Vast  as  the  Deluge  of  His  wrath, 

Fell  God,  in  likeness  of  a  dove, 
Such  likeness,  as  His  mercy  hath — 

Alighted  where  his  feet  had  rest, 

•  ^^ 

Where'er  a  heart  would  let  Him  in. 

Entered — and  made  His  entrance  blest, 

And  left  a  heaven  where  darkled  sin— 

s 

Ere  long,  vast  clouds  of  incense  rose, 
A  sacrifice  of  praise,  to  God — 

He  wrung  such  plaudits  from  His  foes. 
He  trod  the  earth,  as  erst  He  trod 
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The  Orient,  smiled,  and  lie  was  glad — 
In  God  believed— who  never  had, 

Lxrv. 
Ere,  Europe  rose  and  thrust  aside 

The  Monk,  and  jeered  him  to  his  cell- 
Hose,  with  a  glow  of  nascent  pride, 

Avowed  her  heaven,  abjured  her  hell— 
By  Art,  had  girt  herself  anew, 

To  lay  the  forests  at  her  feet — 
Forests  of  cumbrous  life,  that  grew 

While  she  had  slept— by  Art  was  fleet, 
To  snatch  the  Orient^s  waping  smile, 

Her  waning  prowess — what  remained 
Of  her— a  flame  of  fire  erewhile. 

Of  science— by  her  schools  attained — 

LXV. 

An  Art,  to  walk  the  seas  alone, 
E^en  were  the  stars  no  more,  by  night— 
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A  Lust,  would  make  a  World  its  own, 

A  Faith,  that  hailed  its  conquest — rights 
And  God  was  ready  to  begin 

His  scheme  of  Empire,  by  the  West — 
And  Spain  was  fully  ripe  for  sin. 

And  bore  a  conquest  in  her  breast. 
8pain,  like  a  reaper,  reaped  the  field, 

Ripe  grain  and  tares  were  standing  there, 
Bore  ofif  the  tares — was  fain   to  yield 

To  Heayen,  the  fruit  she  could  not  bear — 
She,  like  a  plague,'  scoured  all  the  plains. 

Where  life,  for  life,  had  sought  repose, 
And  riot  ran  through  all  its  veins, — 

Died — ^when  it  to  the  cheek  arose. 
Without  a  shroud — ^without  a  spade — 

She  buried  nations  in  the  grave, 
The  blood,  so  thick  along  her  blade. 

Her  dead,  a  resurrection  gave — 
And  headlong  cast  her  in  theif  tomb, 
As  on  her  head  recoiled  their  doom. 
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LXTT. 

Germ  of  all  empire — ^sent  of  God, 

Germ  of  all  Empire  in  the  West, 
Blessing,  to  fkll  where  fell  a  rod, 

Light/ to  make  Spain's  dark  drama,  blest-* 
Is  freedom — right,  to  think  and  act, 

As  under  conscience,  under  heaven — 
Empire— but  freedom,  as  a  fact — 

Christ — freedom  in  its  essence  given, 

For  all  the  mass  of  man,  a  leaven.  ^ 

Wait— all  salvation,  is  of  God — . 
Work — all  its  means  within  man's  power — 

Go — where  He  leads,  or  first  has  trod, 
Strike — ^when  His  dial  marks  the  hour : 

Plant — ^and  have  freedom  for  the  flower, 
Have  for  the  fruit— a  thousand  years 

Of  man — ^victorious  o'er  his  fears — 

Of  heaven — as  heaven  on  earth  appears. 

So,  was  it  God  or  Art  who  spoke 
The  West  to  vision? — was  it  He, 
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Or  man,  the  spell  of  ages  broke? — 
Or  who  resolved,  man  should  be  free? 

Man? — answer,  whence  the  nerve,  to  gird 
A  sword  for  battle  on  his  thigh? 

Art? — 'tis  a  hope,  of  God  deferred, 
Till  when  His  pleasure  brings  it  nigh. 

LXVII. 

Then,  whom  shall  we  believe  in? — ^man? 

Or  trust  in  God — lean  on  His  word, 
Urge  Him  to  ripen  fast.  His  plan? 

If  He  by  us  would  draw  the  sword. 
Would  fling  its  scabbard  to  the  ground^ 

Would  bear  His  gonfalon  along. 
Advance  by  arms,  till  peace  abound. 

And  empire  on  His  base  stand  strong — 
Be  ours,  to  catch  the  voice  afar. 

For  whom  He  leads,  their  files  must  win, 
If  He  sound  first  the  note  of  war. 

If  He,  the  strife  of  arms,  begin. 
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Thus,  did  we  conquer — of  the  Nortli, 

Who  raise  our  battle- shout — ^by  God — 
He  only,  led  our  armies  forth, 

He  bore  by  us  His  lifted  rod — 
So,  now  we  sit  beneath  the  vine. 

Secure,  with  manna  from  the  skies, 
To  grow  in  us,  the  life  divine, 

Life — ^when  the  life  wo  know  not — ^fliea^- 
Sd,  Freedom  gazed — ^her  foeman  gone — 

Sat  down  for  Empire,  by  the  West, 
Still  sits—with  hand  laid  on  God^s  thigh, 
,     His  liege — since  He  hath  served  her  best— 
Her  heart  has  pulses  from  on  high — 

She  were  not  shaken,  by  a  storm. 
Had  rocked  a  continent — her  power. 

Is  truth— and  God,  if  he  have  fonUi 
Must  in  Truth's  likeness  o'er  her  tower. 
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Now,  we  may  catch  »  glimpse  or  Qod — 

Enow  why  He  hid   a  "World  eo  long, 
Enow  why  He  broke  it  with  a  rod, 

And  snatched  It  lastly  bom  the  strong. 
Thus,  all  we  see  of  God,  is  jost— 

So,  all  we  see  of  Him,  is  light. 
To  see  His  plan  nnrold— we  most, 

Premise  the  triumph  of  the  light^ 
Bee  what  immortal  fled  the  past. 

Is  now  the  life  of  living  ages^ 
See  in  the  page  recorded    last, 

What  pen  must  trace  the  Tuture's   pages. 
If   dipped  in  peace,  or  dipped  in  hlood, 

His  hand  the  pen  must  hold — most  trace 
E^cli  page— His  Toice  pronounce  it,  good— 

A  chastened  or  ennobled  race, 

Have  smiles,  or  lightnings— from  His  f^ce. 
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LXIX. 

When  sliall  that  land  the  Muse  has  sung, 

Whose  air,  is  balm  for  breath— perfume, 
Fot  hearts,  by  grief   or  torture  wrung, 

Rise  from  the  grave  and  life  resume? 
When  shall  she  beg  for  signs,  the  sky, 

To  herald  war — the  era  come, 
When  men  must  conquer  as  they  die. 

Their  lips  shout  freedom,  and  be  dumb? 

LXX. 

All  has  been,  ours,— Heaven^s,  all  to  be, 
We,  wiser  by  God's  heart,  and  thong, 

Hold  fast  our  patent  to  be  free, 
Thank  Him,  that  we  have  stood  so  long. 

Crave,  we  may  evermore  endure, 

May  never  carry  arms  abroad. 

Save  when  we  follow  hints  from  God; 

Stand,  as  a  nation,  just  and  pure, 
5 
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Stand  by  His  honor,  bj  His  \vord, 
"Win,  by  His  cross,  win,  by  His  sword, 

And  Freedom,  as  she  smiles  along, 
Charged  with  her  mission  from  the  Skies, 

To  stand  the  Right  where  scowb  the  Wrong, 

Have  miction,  from  our  lips  and  eyes- 
Display,  for  courage  to  the  World, 
From  what  a  shred  of  heayen,  unAirled, 

A  sky,  with  here  and  there  a  star, — 
» 

Now,  bursts  a  tropic  sky — serene, 
Its  host,  uncounted — ^and  its  sheen. 

Like  the  clear  heaven,  descried  afar— 

A  Firmament— of  Peace  and  War, 


u 
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Profoundeb  depths,  a  human  heart  reveals, 

And  heights  sabHmer,  crown  a  human  soul. 
Than  the  vast  maw  the  Ocean's  wave  conceals, 

Than  Andes,  belching  freedom  to  the  pole — 
Rapt  to  your  heaven  of  frenzy,   ye  forsake 

Visions  unreal,  for  visions  of  the  True, 
Sons  of  the  lyre,  who  breathe  of  love,  or  take 

A  God's  delight,  in  building  man  anew. 
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IT. 

Him,  almost  mytb. — ^has  neitlier  birth  nor  grave — 
For  boast,  or  proud  remembrance— him,  the  first 
Who  rolled  adown  the  ages,  wave  on  wave 
Of  song,  distracted  Envy  but  rehearsed — 
No  blindness  in  his  Muse,  no  germ  of  death. 
Prophetic  of  a  grave,  like  his, — unknown — 
Divine,  and  almost  like  the  word  God  saith, 
His  song  broke  forth,  and,  heaven-locked,  swells, 
alone. 

in. 
Him  too  of  Mantua,  less,  yet  still  his  peer, 
His  complement  of  song  till  then  unsung, 
His  vision,  if  less  copious  not  less  "clear, 
His  lyre,  so  many  ages  left  unstrung — 
The  toast  of  senates,  and  a  Prince's  toast, — 

His  fancy  stooped,  but  could  not  quit  her  skies- 
A  Csesar  died,  and  all  his  fame  may  boast. 
But,  of  the  bays  he  watered,  fades  and  dies. 
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Visions  of  laughing  fiends — ^so  stratige  their  woe, 

Of  shades,  whose  blessedness  outdazzles  dreams, 
Ghosts,  dying  evermore — silent  and  slow. 

Moving  to  new  remorse — ^whose  torture  seems. 
Unspeakable — whose  silence  chokes  the  air. — 

Outraging  hell,  by  cumulating  guilt 
To  such  prodigious  mountains  of  de&pair — 

Kindling  a  fiend,  or  angel,  as  thou  wilt, 

V. 

Immortal  Dante— wed,  by  conquering  verse 

To  the  undying  Skies— transcendant  Muse, 
Displacing  hell  by  thy  more  potent  curse — 

Sovereign,  to  leap  to  glory,  or  to  lose 
Thyself  in  themes  unsung — but  in  the  glow, 

Illusive  or  divine  of  Dante's  soul. 
Wrestling  with  Heaven  above  and  Hell  below, 

To  limn  a  sinner  lost,  or  one  made  whole. 
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VI. 

While  Europe  slept,  the  Moslem  snatched  the  Tomb, 

Faith,  that  erst  saw  the  Lamb  as  bound — 
unwept, — 
Beheld  His  passion  and  unmoved  His  doom. 

Now,  by  her  arms  the  plains  of  Asia  swept — 
Restored  the  shrine — the  God  escaped  to  Heaven — 

Fire  for  the  Muse  of  Tasso — when  to  him, 
Jerusalem,  a  spoil,  was  later  given — 

His  armor  bright  when  Godfrey's  shall   be  dim, 

VII. 

No  language — ^yet  a  song,  ignoring  signs, 
A  miracle,  the  Muse  swept  from  the  lyre— 

A  chaplet,   for  his  brow,  she  now  intwines, 
Of  ampler  song,  the  prophet  and  the  sire — 

He,  like  the  morning  star  invoked  the  day, 

Unlike  the  morning  star,  he  shall  not  fade — 
Still  out  of  chaos  pouring  clearer  ray. 
Than  other  suns,  at  high  meridian  stayed. 
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Bard,  who  sublimed  the  wit  of  every  age, 

A  universe  of  morals — ^with  his  pen, 
He  sets  the  glass,  to  shadow  from  his  page 

The  heads  and  hearts  of  every  age  of  men — 
Genial  as  summer,  howling  like  the  Deep, 

The  gibbering  ghost,  the  lover,  king  and   fool. 
All  thoughts  awake,  all  visions  when  asleep. 

Breathe,  from  the  mighty  foreground  of  his  soul. 

IX. 

Milton — who  went  to  heaven  before  his  time — 
Transfigured  or  translated — with   his  eye, 

Saw  all  his  Muse  revealed  in  verse  sublime. 
Measured  the  Curse  and  Grace  of  the  Most  High, 

As  with  a  Gorgon^s  head  his  sacred  Muse 
Hissing  with  horrors,  sang  the  pains  of  ^  Hell — 

Soared,  till  she  dipped  her  wings  in  heavenly  dews, 

Rapt  to  that  vision,  Paul  forebore  to  tell. 
5* 
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Passion,  sublimed  by  song— a  broken  lyre, 

Mute,  to  all  tones  but  sadness— love  that  grew 
A  giant,  ere  it  breathed  its  soft  desire — 

Had  tinged  the  poet's  fancy  with  the  hue, 
Blushing  from  Laura's  cheek — as  her  dark  eye 

Transfigures,  charms,  subdues,  enchants  his  Muse 
Her  bosom  wakes  his  soul  to  melody 

And  for  her  love— his  lovers  Petrarch  lose. 


XI. 

Muse,  of  the  broken  heart  and  melting  lyre, 

Shocked  by  the  sj^rt  of  fortune,  into  song, 
Breathing  escapes  ft*om  life  in  soft  desire. 

Misfortune  smote  him  ofb  and  smote  him  long- 
Of  pliant  will,  his  manly  virtues  fell: 

Scotia,  forget  the  man — ^remember  Bums, 
Forgive  the  heart  that  erred  and  wept  it  well, 

Revere  the  bard  and  mourn  the  man,  by  turns. 
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Dying — his  song  of  passion  half  unsung — 

Darkling,  beneath  his  fieldless-drifting  star, 
Remorse  for  what  he  was — his  bosom  wrung, 

By  fancied  wrongs,  that  healed  without  a  scar; 
Quaffing  for  bubbling  life,  its  bitter  lees — 

Sighing  for  love— his  cheeks  suffused  with   shame; 
Blotting  the  skies  with  sco£&— his  suppliant  kn^es. 

Rebuke  the  spleen,  would  cloud  his  heaven  of  fame, 

xm. 
Confess  his  God  and  leave  him  human  stiD, 

Who  was  a  flame  of  fire— angel  or  fiend. 
Quenching  or  kindling  love  or  scorn  at  will, 

As  his  strained  eyeballs  glared,  or  softly  beamed — 
Bom  greater  than  all  rank— a  titled  Muse, 

Were  but  a  fribble  in  that  world  of  song, 
Abloom  with  fields  of  passion  that  diffuse 

Oceans  of  perfume,  as  it  breathes  along. 
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XIV. 

« 

Hope  caught  no  lute  to  woo  her  from  the  skies, 

Perched  on  some  star,  or  swimming  fields  of  air, 
No  Muse  had  e'er  had  favor  in  her  eyes, 

Till  last  the  lyre  was  swept  as  by   despair. 
And  Hope  came  kindling  down,   stood  by   his  side, 

And  by  her  Bard,   assumed  all  hearts,   as   hers — 
Her, smile,  their  charm — no  other  charm  beside — 

Her  .pulse,  for  life,  when  life  no  longer  stirs. 


XV. 

How  many  arrows,  think,  were  aimed  at  Heaven 

Did  she  glide,  odious,  past,  the  gulf  of  Hell? — 
So,  when   the  Muse,  an  age,  to  one  has  given, 

If  he  have  leave  to  sing — he  fareth  well. 
Do  the  strings  tremble  with  so  strange  a  sound, 

The  Future  must  interpret  to  the  Past? 
Keats  had  both  lived,  and  living  had  been  crowned — 

A  madrigal,  for  song,  forgotten  last. 
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Enchant  all  Ages— prove  yoor  kinship  true, 

Your  bays  from  Him,  who  cast  you  from  the  skies, 
The  complement  of  Truth,  to  Nature  due — 

And  who  demands  your  song  shall  worthier  rise : 
Be  it  of  passion — magnify  the  heart — 
,  Be  it  of  Heaven — your  vision  challenge  God — 
Be  it  of  Hell — transcend  its  fires,   by  Art — 
Yet  sing,  how,  Mercy  shrieks,  ere  falls  the  rod. 

H. 
I. 

To  arms!    To  arms! — the  shock — the  clash  of  steel. 

The  accidents  of  empire— and  a  song, 
Fierce  as  the  valor  of  a  commonweal. 

Asserting  rights,  her  own,  denied  too  long: 
Or  strings  had  won  a  plaudit,  swept  in  Hell, 

Tremble  with  inspiration  from  the  grave — 
War,  roars   for  justice — belches  lust,   as  well^ 

As  Madness  scores  short  annals  for  the  brave. 
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n. 
The  stake  is  wonl — So  Alexander  thought, 

When  all  the  globe  of  lands  confessed  his  power — 
Indus  rolls  on,  as  though  he  never  fought, 

All  seas  remain,  and  all  the  mountains  tower 
Above  the  little  strife  that  made  him  weep. 

Lifting  their  summits  to  the  constant  Sun, 
Forgetful,  if  he  live,  or  if  he  sleep, 

Low,  at  their  bases,  with  the  stake  he  won, 

in. 

And,  is  this  all,  Ambition  may  achieve, 
For  all  the  fools  she  mocks  and  then  destroys? 

Be  these  the  fadeless  honors  hers  receive  ? 
Is  this  the  cup  she  fills  with  brimming  joys? 

All,  who  have  quaffed  her  cup,  or  borne  her  load 
Of   titles  she  had  forged,   when  death  arrives, 

To  blaze,  a   planet,   or  to  burst,  a  god- 
Damn,  from  their  graves  the  cheat  of  all  their  lives. 
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rv. 
A  Mother,  cheated  of  her  son — a  sod, 

Cheated  of  life,  by  banner,  .fife,  and  dmm. 
Farce,  to  destroy  a  thousand  lives  for  one, 

Drama  of  death,  to  strike  the  senses  dumb — 
And  stretch  a  trident  farther— or  display 

DisdainM  ensigns  through  a  fallen  land — 
For  only  Truth,  as  His  vicegerent,  may, 

r 

Offend,  by  God,  and  win— or  fall,  and  stand. 

V. 

Dust,  and  a  shade — or  something  more,  wa^  he, 

Who  when  France  reared  and  plunged  with  rage, 
or  fright. 
Bestrode  her — snatched  the  reins  and  made  her  see 

The  terrors  that  unnerved  her?— ere  his  flight. 
An  idol  or  a  god — he  never  lost. 

In  exile,  or  in  arms,  his  heart,  or  fame. 
Thrones  fell  before  him  living,  and  his  ghost 

Inspires  more  hearts  than  any  living  name. 
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VI. 

Such,  was  the  man,  without  a  name,  who  rose, 

The  arbiter  of  Europe—drew  his  sword, 
Cast  down  its  sheath — and  bade  the  world,  oppose 

Him,  singly,  for  all  empire— at  a  word, 
Electric  valor  through  his  colunms  flies: 

Europe  had  fallen,  but  for  God— his  power 
Had  risen  to  enchantment,  as  the  skies 

Broke,  with  triumphant  frosts: — ^then  struck  the  hour, 

vn. 
Ominous  to  the  Corsican —whose  fall, 

Hurries  to  its  catastrophe — the  game 
Of  universal  empire,   checked— and  all 

Had  -wrought  his  ranks  to  frenzy,  when  hi^  name 
Echoed  along  his  lines— all— all   is  fled, 

Or  hastens  to  be  gone. — ^With  what  a  groan, 
The  Captain  of  all  ages,  plainly  read 

God,  in  the  storm— paused,   fell— and  died  alone  I 
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vin. 
Isle  of  the  Sea— immortal  by  his  death, 

The  arms  of  Europe  couchant  at  its  base,  ' 
The  crest  of  France,   exultant  in  the  breath 

Of   fond  eulogium— fitter  resting  place 
For  the  dead  Chief— than  in  her  volant  soil, 

Who  set  him  with  the  stars— a  fitter  dirge, 
To  which  the  wail  of  France,  were  but  a  foil, 

Rises,  eternal  in  the  Ocean's  surge. 

IX. 

There  is  another  grave,  not  in  the  Sea — 

Yet  all  the  world  salutes  it,  passing  by, 
Unlike  the  Corsican  and  Caesar,  he 

Who  fills  this  grave,  sleeps  well,  yet  cannot  die- 
Man  of  all  ages,  every  age  in  him, 

Less  than  his  fame,  in  marble,  bronze  and  song. 
Columns  would  do  him  honor,  almost  dim 

The  lustre  of  his  life — and  do  him  wrong. 
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All,  men  applaud  in  courage,  that  divines 

Her*  mission  and  her  goal,  that  gi^^  the  rein 
To  her  tremendous  impulse  and  inclines 

The  scale  of  battle— or  returns  again, 
To  charge,  with  broken  lance  or  crippled  spear, 

And  routs  a  foe  had  never  turned  his  back, 
And  in  her  lion  heart  will  not  a  fear, 

But  God  shall  fight,  for  strength,  her  columns  lack: 

XI. 

All,  men  exalt  in  manhood,  that  derives 

Selectest  virtues  from  our  common  clay. 
Leaning  on  God,  securely,  and  survives 

Capricious  fame  that  crumbles  in  a  day — 
Manhood,  without  a  blot,  whereon  no  stain. 

From  envy  or  detraction  dares  to  rest, 
That  saves  a  Land  from  shame  and  lives  again 

The  model  chief   in  every  human  breast: 
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Sublime,  aboye  it  all,  that  seemed  to  rise 

Above  the  man  and  to  the  skies  belong, 
To  overwhelm  all  nations  with  surprise 

And  stand  a  man,  unchallenged,  men   among; 
Wisdom  in  council,  valor  in  the  field. 

Ambition,  'courage,  prowess,  feats  of  arms. 
All,  to  his  mighty  shade  some  tribute  yield. 

But  he  who  drew  his  sword  when  war's  alarms 

xin. 
Kose,  with  the  gale  and  with  the  Atlantic's  roar 

Swept  down  a  continent — ^he  who  despised 
Such  prudence,  as  had  halted,  died,  before 

It  flung  away  its  scabbard — he  devised. 
By  Fabius,  or  by  Caesar,  when  to  fight, 

Or  frugal  of  his  ranks,  retire  or  fly — 
Learned,  by  a  faith  sublime,  to  pray  all  night. 

His  armies  slain,  to  God— for  victory. 
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XIV. 

And,  in  the  end,  surpassed  himself  and  all, 

That  ever  drew  the  sword,  or  wore  a  crown — 
He  gave  a  land  to  freedom  at  her  call, 

And  when  seduced,  cast  regal  honors  down — 
Spurning  the  grateful  homage  that  had  wrought 

Chains,   for  a  coming  age— and  in  the  dust 
Laid  the  young  birth  of  Freedom,  he  had  brought 

Off  fields,  where  God  had  driven  home  his  thrust 

w 

XV. 

Hence ! — all  ye  shades  of  all  departed  kings — 

Ye  shades  of  all  the  heroes  who  have  fled 
Through  wounds,  won  nobly — as  when  valor  flings^ 

Her  life  into  the  scale — all,   who  are  dead. 
Dying,   a  Roman,  Trojan,  or  a  Greek — 

All,  who  are  living  now,  and  belt  the  sword, 
Or  wield  the  mace  of  empire— ye  who  seek 

The  sum  of  human  glory,  in  a  word — 
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Not,  in  Leonidas — not,  in  the  name, 
Gracchus  or  Scipio  bore—not  in  the  throne 

By   all  the  Caesars  filled — not  in  the  fame 
Of  the  great  Captain,  -who  convulsed,  alone. 

All  dynasties  and  states,  and  o^er  a  king 
Preferred  a  beggar — ^not  in  him,  who  rose 

Like  a  new  star  of  destiny  to  bring 
Peace  to  torn  Europe,  and  confound  her  foes: 

XVII. 

Ye  find  it  not  in  these — not  one  nor  all 

Exhaust  eulogium — partial  voice  and  pen, 
Pause  for  that  name  for  which  all  ages  call, 

That  first  of  patriots  and  that  best  of  men. 
Stands,  with  his  brow  uncovered,  and  the  world 

Gazes,  in  rapt  possession— marks  the  nod, 
To  lay  the  weapon  at  his  honor  hurled — 

And,  through  an  honest  man,  gets  sight  of  God. 
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Anoint  him  chiei^  to  lead,  and  leam  to  rale, 

Of  him— whose  fame  ontlnstres  all  mankind. 
Who,  when  he  reached  the  sommit  prize  or  goal 

Of  human  glory,  paused  and  looked  behmd — 
Forgetful  of  his  fortanes — ^turned  aside, 

Humbled  by  sheer  excess— deep  in  his  heart 
To  build  the  nascent  state — and  when  he  died, 

A  star  rose  in  the  heayens  and  blazed  apart 

XIX. 

From  other  constellations— fixed,   alone— 

Waiting  its  fellow  in  some  distant  age. 
Here  at   his  grave.  Ambition  may  atone, 

For  half  her  world  of  shame,  and  lust,  and  rage, 
That  plow  the  earth  and  sow  it  with  their  kind. 

Traitors,   retire— and  patriots  draw  near, 
Come,   all  the  world— whatever  ye  seek,  ye  find 

Ennobled,  by  the  dust  that  slumbers  here. 
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Then,  lift  the  trampet  to  thy  lips,  O  Fame, 

Shout  to.  the  coming  ages — Washington — 
Project  afar  the  frenzy  .of  his  name, 

To  fire  an  age — ^not  yet  the  living  one; 
Blurt  out  no  pomp  of  words — his  name  alone, 

Of  other  names  has  made  a  solitude, 
Yet,  boast — the  sword  he  drew,  was  not  his  own, 

But  God^s,  who  best  his  quarrel  understood. 

XXI.  * 

Envy,  can  see  no  brightness  in  the   Sun, 

Yet  clearly  sees  the    warts  upon  his  face— 
Began  to  be,  when  Virtue  had  begun 

To  hold  her  torch,  to  light  an  erring  race 
Along  the  ages—still  pursues  her  light, 

To  blot  the  heaven  she  would  but  cannot  reach. 
O!   he  were  God-like,  who  could  hail  the  right, 

And  by  a  worth  above  him,  manhood  teach. 
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When  sliall  that  man  be  bom? — what  star  shall  rise. 

To  herald  his  approach—and  who  shall  cry 
Through  all  the  WUdemess — lift  up  your  eyes, 

Behold  a  greater  than  myself  is  nigh? 
The  Besonection  and  the  Life  of  men, 

May  fit  a  soul  for  heaven  and  take  her  there — 
A  second  time,  we  must  be  bom  again, 

And  man  shall  be  transfigured,  eren  here. 

xxm. 
But  who,  or  what?    what  vision,  or  what  shape? 

Sombre  as  night — yet  sunrise  on  his  crest  ?  - 
If  limbs  of  steel  and  belted  sword  may  make. 

A  saint  a  chieftain — if  indeed  a  breast, 
Where  soft  emotions  slumber  on  the  brink 

Of  passionate  convulsions — if  a  heart 
Disdainful  of  all  fear,  that  could  not  shrink 

From  men,  or  fiends,  or  devils— nor  depart 
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From  its  Btrong  purpose— if  ia  these  ye  see, 

Singly,  the  man  of  valor  or  of  mind, 
An  arm,  to  strike  for  Qod  or  liberty, 

Or  patriot,  saint   and  chieftain,  all  combined — 
Eisel   Cromwell,  rise  I — ^let  aU  the  world  confess, 

He  is  no  bigot,  who  inflicts  no  sting 
On  kirk  or  creed— nor  burns  to  make  them  less 

ISfor  worthy  death,  who  slays  a  recreant  King. 

XXV. 

If  such  the  Chief— such,  were '  the  men  he  led, 
Each  soldier  bears  the  battle  in  his  breast. 

As  moor  and  highland  echo  to  the  tread 
Of  Cromwell's   armies,  burning  now  to  test 

The  throne  of  Charles,  by  Cromwell's  mighty  faiths 
Kot  Grecian  phalanx,  Macedonian  square, 

Nor  Ronfan  cohort,  paled,  in  life  or  death 

Their  feats  of  arms,  by  courage  or  despair. 
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They  nerer  lost,  tbiDOgh  fetr,  nor  mm,  hj  f&^btf 

The  men,  who  dew  m  Emg  to  aare  m  State, 
Who  tniat  in  Qod,  yet  keep  thdr  mnnor  bright, 

As,  not  to  strike  in  Tmin,  or  strike  too  late 
For  rights  diyine,  in  ereiy  hnman  breast — 

Unequal  to  the  saint,  the  cayalier, 
Toppling  a  throne  to  serre  his  coontzy  best, 

He  smites  the  Ghnrch,  to  set  the  conscience  dear. 


XZTIL 

Lol   the  great  Chief  has  died,  bat  at  his  gaje» 
The  jackal  howls  impatient  for  his  prey, 

His  life  had  been  a  tempest,  and  he  gave 
His  fame,  to  after  ages — let  his  day. 

Crackle  inflames  or  drift  along  the  wind- 
Cromwell  Buryiyes,  in  eyery  British  king, 

Liyes  in  his  laws,  inspires  the  common  mind— 
And  praise  the  latest,  shall  the  clearest  ring. 
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Come,  awful  Shade— tby  sword  and  helmet  don— • 

As  erst  the  scale  of  battle,  by  thy  sword 
Incline^  to  freedom— come  where'er  the  sun 

Gladdens  a  slave— teach  him  by  sign,  or  word, 
Or  by  an  influx  of  thyself,  to  rise, 

And  swear  as  Cromwell  conquered,  so  he  can — 
See  all  the  lieayen  of  hope  before  his  eyes. 

And,  by  the  God  within  him — ^be  a  man. 

YXTX". 

"Night  falls — and  tempests  driye  along  the  Deep, 
Such  crafts  as  plow  the  Ocean,  tell  in  fear, 

The  wintry  watches— shallow  now,  the  leap 
From  life  to  silence — ^paltry  now  appear. 

Thine  arts,  O  man,  to  make  thy  bubbles  swim 
Tempestuous  waters — ^helm  and  bellying  sail, 

"Were  a  vain  hope  from  shipwreck,  but  for  Hioi, 
^Who  is  the  Pilgrim's  covert  from  the  gale. 
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Ablaze  like  nooiiy  to  them  the  midnight  seenifl^ 

Berene  the  heayens  without  a  Bingle  star, 
Their  hopes  are  steadfeut,  waking  or  in  dreanu^ 

Life  throbs  secure  though  erery  mast  and  spar 
Strains  in  the  gale,  portending  eyery  hour 

A  gurgling  shipwreck — ^for  as  tetrors  rise, 
Faith  leaves  the  helm — mounts  where  no  tempests 
low'r, 

Lays  hold  of  God— preraila  with  Him— or  dies. 


Pilgrim,  advance !— accept  the  savage  shore, 

As  the  last  stand  for  Freedom  and  the  best—' 
Here,  from  this  Bock  within  the  Ocean's  roar. 

Project  the  future  Empire  of  the  West, 
Here,  from  this  Rock  pronounce  the  conscience  firee, 

Shout  like  a  prophet  to  all  coming  time, 
The  truth  is  equal  and  all  men  shall  be. 

The  Church  shall  lean  on  God  and  stand  sublime. 
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xzxn. 
Shades  of  the  mighty— lijEt  the  awful  yeil. 

Give  us  your  eyes,  to  see,  and  we  shall  see 
Ourselves,  as  in  a  mirror — ^wc  shall  scale 

Yon  heights,  that  make  our  prison,   and   be  free- 
Give  us  your  ears,  to  hear,  so  we  may  hear 

The  Wise  Man^s  wisdom  rendered  in  the  skies, 
Give  us  your  hearts,  so  we  may  shed  a  tear 

O^er  aU  we  hate — and  love  what  we  despise. 
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I. 

Shovb  her  aside — or  in  the  tidel — 

River — so  deep,  so  swift  and  wide, 

Where  filth  Js  cast,  as  it  rolls  past-^ 

Quick  1 — push  her  in — bury  her  sin — 

How  shall  she  wash  and  life  begin? 

Her  sin,  so  thick,  without — ^within. 

No  Sea  shall  last,  for  stains  so  vast* 
6* 


130  HAGBALEN. 

n. 

Her  flight  punue,  with  load  halloo— 
Cancel  the  debt  to  woman  dne — 

Paid — ^when  she  lies — dead  in  our  ejes, 
Paid — ^wben  her  shame,  crackles  in  flame, 
Paid— life  and  death,  one  and  the  same, 
Paid— the  last  blot,  cast  on  her  fame. 

Paid — ^as  her  cries  out  of  Hell  rise. 

ni. 

« 

See,  what  a  rout,  press  her  about — 
WhoUl  take  a  life— life  has  cast  out? 

All  cry  out — aye — aye,  let  her  die  I — 
•  Wait? — wherefore  wait? — she  mend  her  state? 
She  ? — ^how  shall  death,  life  re-create  ? 
She? — ^how  shall  vice  good  emulate? 

How  shall  a  lie,  enter, the  sky? 

rv. 
Who  then  are  right? — who  cry  out,  smite? 
Such  as  would  thrust  her  out  of  sight. 
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Stung  that  her  fate,  tarries  so  latef 
Not — ^if  a  sign,  of  the  divine, 
Clouded  not  lost,  yet  in   her  shine, 
Flame,  may  her  heart  still  so  refine, 

Yirtue,  her  state — must  emulate. 

V. 

Look  at  her,  now  I — marble,  her  brow. 
Lifting  her  hands,  rowing  a  tow — 

Raising  her  eye,  dim,  to  the  sky. — 
Humming  an  air — one,  everywhere. 
Life  sidles  past,  life,  in  despair — 
"It  is  enough — pleasure  to  bear. 

Under  it,  sigh — charmed,  till  we  die  I" 

VI. 

Pray  long,  or  loud— yet,  by  the  proud. 
Her  claim  to  grace,  were  disallowed. 

To  seek  again,  garret  or  den — 
O  shameful  law — ^that,  by  its  flaw 
Belabors  fortune  with  a  straw, 
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Yet  gorges  its  prodigious  maw 
With  the  lost— when,  saints  shout — ameni 

vn. 
Who  saw  her  fall? — God,  oyer  all — 
Who  shall  her  steps  but  God  recall? — 

O  wretched  soul — Gk>d  make  thee  whole. 
In  her,  behold — a  life,  not  old, 
Beyond  the  farthest,  from  the  fold — 
In  yice,  beyond  the  boldest,  bold — 

And  Dead  Seas  roll  across  her  souL 

vni. 
Better  unborn,  than  meet  the  scorn 
Awaiting  her,  of  virtue  shorn — 

€k)d  only  just— treats  her,  as  dust— 
€k)d  only  wise,  bids  her  arise, 
Wheu  man  withholds  his  sympathies. 
To  seek  a  mansion  in  the  skies. 

As  the  best  must— by  prayer  and  trust. 


'. 
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Only,  a  sneer  falls  on  lier  ear, 

Eyes,  if  they  look,  look  her.  to  leer — 

'^Only  a  maid,  won  and  betrayed  I" 
Let  the  base-bom  reyel  tiU  mom — 
XUgal— and  ye,  let  the  forlom 
Famish  of  wont,  -wither  of  scorn— 

Ye  are  afraid  kings  to  upbraid  I 

z. 

Haggard  and  weak — death  on  her  cheek- 
She  comes,  indulgent  hearts  to  seek — 

Not  for  a  frown — to  keep  her  down. 
She  cries  to  thee— "Room,  yet  for  me, 
Yet,  in  the  arms  of  Charity! 
And  thou  dost— half-ayert— to  flee. 

Cast  her  a  crown — who  flies  the  Town. 

XI. 

Not  too  seyere  to  shed  a  tear, 
Oyer  a  lapse,  has  cost  her  dear — 


184  xAGDAijar. 

Be  not  too  weak,  some  word  to  speak 
All  hearts  are  one — ^unreached  are  none — 
Speak — and  before  another  Son, 
Virtue  returned — shall  haye  begun, 

Chastened  and  meek,  her  lost  to  seek. 

zn. 
Enormous  wrong — ^bome  by  her  long — 
Borne  as  the  weak,  who  fear  the  strong, 

As  such  as  dare,  liye  on,  and  bear. 
A  tyrant's  crown — ^now,  cleaves  her  down,- 
And  now,  a  Tartar's  lust,  or  frown, 
Always,  the  victim  of  the  Town — 

And  everywhere — left  to  despair. 

xm. 
Shut  from  the  Sky— down  let  her  lie. 
Thee,  mother  Earth,  silently  by- 
All  her  rags  prest — close  to  her  breast; 
Death — now  so  near — ^finish  her  here — 
Not— what  of  life ?— what  of  her  fear? 
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What  of  the  pang,  wning  her  last  tear? — 
As,  of  the  rest — God  knoweth  best, 

XIV. 

Woman— to  you,  too  much  is  due, 
That,  woman  is  not  -woman  true — 

But  man— on  thee,  her  infamy. 
Fastens — a  leech. — O  could  it  teach 
Thy  heart,  and  torture  it  to  speech — 
And  scourge  thy  justice,  till  it  reach 

Her  wrongs,  and  be — their  remedy! 

XV. 

Lost  woman,  see  thyself— and  flee 
The  phantom,  as  it  glares  on  thee — 

Enough  to  freeze  Christ,  on  his  knees! 
Foul— is  the  name,  so  well  became 
Thy  youth— yet  still,  thou  art  the  same, 
A  woman,  hid  behind   her  shame — 

The  woman  seize — ^now,  ere  she  flees. 
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She  yet  Bhall  rise.— As  from  the  skies, 
Light  shall  fall  earth-ward  on  her  eyes — 

Oat  of  dead  sleep— a  woman  leap. 
Her  sister,  thon, — ^write  on  thy  brow — 
Bound,  by  an  oath — ^the  solemn  tow, 
Thoa  wilt  be  her  ayenger — now — 

Strike — and  not  weep—strike  the  tow,  deep! 

XVIL 

A  mother  wound  her  heart  aronnd 
Her  child — ^by  Heaven  together  bonnd, 

How  tenderly — in  infancy! — 
O  mother— dead,  thy  child  has  fled 
Her  innocence,  and  guilt  instead, 
Stains  her  young  heart,  weighs  down  her  head.— 
Thou  couldst  not  see  thy  child,  and  be. 

xvm. 
If  in  yon  sphere— she  still  is  here. 
Nearer  her  child,  than  doth  appear — 
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Break  lier — O  God,  with  such  a  rod — 
Quicken  her  ear,  so  she  may  hear, 
Words,  sweet  as  sweetened  with  a  tear, — 
Words,  to  her  heart*,  than  life  more  dear — 

Ah,  such  a  rod,  were  worthy  God! 

SIX. 

God  must  reclaim — man  jeering—shame — 
To  Him,  all  labors  are  the  same—: 

Nothing  makes  less  His  happiness — 
Naught  shall  increase— yet,  ours  must  ceasCi 
Must  be  reyiyed,  as  God  shall  please. 
Penitent  woman — to  thy  knees! 

So  shall  Gk>d  bless  thy  prayerfulness. 

XX, 

Had  ^ut  a  child  met  thee  and  smiled. 
Thy  heart  had  leaped — ^had  not  reviled 
One,  without  scorn,  for  one,  forlorn — 
But,  not  an  eye — saye  His.  on  high, 
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Looked  thee,  witJi  pity— not  a  sigh 
Shall  tear  a  breast,  if  thou  shalt  die 
Ere,  shall  be  bom  another  Mom. 

xsi. 
Who'll  take  her  hand,  and  by  her  stand, 
And  to  her  aid,  the  world  command? 

World,  well  we  know,  shall  follow  slow- 
Cold,  and  seyere,  it  shall  appear, 
Repentant  yet,  before  her  bier — 
And,  to  restore  her,  drawing  near. 

Take  back  the  blow,  that  laid  her  low. 

XXTT. 

Reform— if  trae— all,  to  Christ  due— 
Man  wonld — O  God  I    corse  her,  anew — 

Jnst,  for  his  pride,  would,  she  had  died* 
Heayen  cannot  be — such  as  we  flee. 
Coffined  of  creeds — ^must  be  a  Sea, 
Heayen — for  the  blood  of  Deity, 

Free— from  His  side,  Him  crucified. 
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zzm. 
No  knight  of  old,  his  country  sold, 
For  pride  of  place,  or  lust  for  gold — 

Who,  for  the  fair — all  deaths  could  dare 
Enight,  without  lance— unmailed,  advance! 
See  woman^s  thraldom,  at  a  glance — 
On  grayes  of  such  as  bound  her-— dance-^ 

V 

Giye  her  the  air.  Eye  wont  to  wear.  - 

xxiy. 
Strike  down  the  lie— and  neyer  try, 
To  soften  yice,  with  charity ; 

Nor  gloss  it  o'er  with  specious  lore — 
Judge  her  aright,  as  in  the  light, 
When  Vice  comes  reeling  out  of  night, 
Doffing  her  shame,  for  virgin  white — 

Ylle  as  before,  to  haunt  thy  door. 

xxy. 

Where'er  a  He  salutes  the  sky. 

With  front  of  brass  and  quailing  eye, 


140  HAODALBN. 

Smite  it— the  blow  is  Heayen^s,  we  know. 
Where  towers  a  wrong,  endured  so  long 
The  slave  himself  cheers  it  with  song, 
Hailed,  eyen  jostice,  by  the  strong, 

Haste — ^thither  go— bury  it  low. 


XZVL 

Borne  to  the  ground— up,  with  a  bound  I 
Deal  blows,  whose  echoes  shall  resound 

On  every  hand  throughout  a  land — 
Out  of  her  womb — ^while  earth  has  room, 
Nature  snll  compensates  the  tomb, 
Herself  inverts  the  law  of  doom — 

Clods  rise  and  stand,  by  her  command* 


xxvn. 

Seek— and  not  wait  to  crowd  thy  gate. 
Men — who  are  wrestling  with  their  state — 
How  shall  they  come — blind,  halt,  and  dumb? 
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What  shiyers  steal  from  head  to  heel 
For  every  pang  their  spirits  feel 
Whose  hearts  are  dead,  whose  pulses  reel^ 
As  by  a  croinb  life  clings  to  some! 

xxvm. 
The  coming  Man  must  lead  the  yan? — 
Thyself  art  he — ^lead,  for  aU  can — 

And  who  obey,  are  braye  as  they. 
Lead  where?— lead  there — ^lead  everywhere !— 
Charge  home,  as  only  yalor  dare — - 
And  let  thy  paeans  cleave  the  air, 

As  the  won  day  shall  crown  the  f||^y. 

XXIX.  , 

O  true  Reform — come  in  the  storm, 

Or  whirlwind — and  the  world  transform  I 

Thee— may  it  please— upon  thy  knees — 
But  come  thou  must— we  men  are  dust, 
Can  only  labor,  hope,  and  trust, 
Tet  nerved  by  thee  for  fatal  thrust — 

Slay — ere  we  seize  our  enemies. 
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Or,  strength  to  wait — ^till  our  last  strait 
Compels  thy  presence— or  our  £Eite — 

Then,  O  Reform — come  in  the  storm  I- 
Thon  art  a  word-^thon  art  a  sword — 
Thou  art  the  angel  of  the  Lord : 
Desired,  repulsed,  beloyed,  abhorred — 

Take  any  form  shall  man  transform. 


Look  for  no  star  to  herald  war — 
Battle  is  never  off  afar —        , 

* 

Tho'  ever  hfere — ^breathe  without  fear. 
It  is  the  air  we  breathe,  the  care 
That  wastes  our  lives,  or  makes  them  rare. 
Peace — were  a  pool  of  poison,  where. 

Life  drawing  near  must  disappear. 

xxxn. 
Hast  thou  in  vain,  a  lioifs  mane, 
For  strength,  O  man.?— mind  fit  to  reign, 
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Or  gnide  a  star,  aloof  so  far? — 
No — ^thunder,  no — ^ye  men  who  know, 
Courage  is  eyerything  below, 
The  world  is  yours,  or  may  be  so — 

Your  conquering  car  leads  God  to  war. 


xxxin. 
What?— dost  thou  quake  with  fear  and  make 
Ado,  ~as  hill  and  yalley  shake. 

As  if  man^s  tread  could  wake  the  dead? — 
Shame! — forest  trees  shout,  and  all  seas 
Thunder — till  man  upon  his  knees. 
Swear  he  will  slay  all,  yet  he  flees, 

Or  with  death  wed  his  life  instead* 

XXXIT. 

Quake  not  with  fear— foes  drawing  near 
Tar  less,  than  when  a&r  appear — 

Still  less  they  grow — dealing  a  blow. 
It  is  the  cloud,  prepares,  a  shroud, 
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For  the  stark  corse  wotQd  shriek  aload, 
A  terror  to  the  flying  crowd, 
Corse — ^well  we  know,  dost,  long  ago. 

XXXV. 

Anew,  roll  oat  your  battle-shout, 
Front,  bold  as  eyer,  heart,  as  stont, 

Enter  the  fray  and  hack  away — 
No  quarter  take — ^none  giye^but  stake 
Life  on  the  issue  that  ye  make, 
.  Strength— and  to  spare— when  all  forsake. 

By  god-like  play— to  snatch  the  day. 

XXZYI. 

On,  with  the  flght  I— approaching  night 
Driyes  only  cowards  to  the  light — 

Let  foes  retire — ^lit  by  your  ^e. 
The  trampet's  blast  shall  cheer  you  past 
Each  shock  of  battle,  to  the  last, 
And  when  the  die  of  war  is  cast, 

Sleep,  or  expire— by  God's  desire. 
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XXXVII. 

Press  on,  brave  men,  who  follow  when 
Disaster  leads — still  braver  then — 

Ye  could  not  fly  hell,  were  hell  nigh — 
Ko  time  ye  need,  but  time  to  bleed 
To  make  immortal,  mortal  deed 
To  break  an  empire  as  a  reed, 

By  wrath,  the  sky,  must  glorify. 

XXXVIII. 

On,  shattered  files! — leap,  slaughtered  piles — 
Each  dying  comrade  cheers  or  smiles; 

Leap  in  the  scale  as  foes  turn  pale — 
As  lifts  the  smoke— <ieal  your  last  stroke 
By  it— a  tyrant  shall  be  broke, 
Or  by  it,  justice  shall  have  woke. 

By  it  prevail— or  Truth  must  faiL 


MESSIAH, 


MESSIAH. 


•  •• 


Ah!    Earth— what  thy  commotion? — 

Is  thine  orb  shattered  ? — 

Are  thy  mountains — scattcjred, 
Flying  the  tempest  and  the  bellowing  Ocean? — 
Or  is  vast  joy  the  key  to  thy  emotion  ? —  • 

Is  alleluiah,  rising — rising — arising — 
With  acclamations, 
To  the  King  of  nations, 

For  Him,  all  kings  are  with  one  heart  despising? 
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n. 

Man,  unrepenting*- 

Aloue  dissenting, 
Still,  the  fulfilment  of  the  ages,  doubting—* 

Shuts  eye  and  ear 

With  scoff  and  jeer. 

Cries — ^white  with  fear — 
Nature  were  mad— did  Nature  fall  to  shouting. 

m. 
O  Nature,  swelling. 

With  psalms  forever — 
In  faith  excelling, 
And  doubting  never — 
Command  the  mountains  and  the  little  hillfl, 
,  The  valleys,  to  be  joyful  in  their  King — 
Hoar  Lebanon — ^thy  trees 
Bow,  to  the  gladsome  breeze — 
All  seas — ^be  still  and  slumber, 
As  midst  the  nightly  number, 
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An  Orb  of  strange  pretensioii, 
So  bold  in  its  ascension, 
So  ample  of  dimension, 
Dilating  as  it  wills, 
Sweeps  earthward  from  the  skies, 
Stands — and  invites  all  eyes, 
To  where  an  Infant  lies — 

The  Master  lying  down, 

In  babehood  by  the  Oross-^ 
Ere  wrestling  for  the  Crown, 
Won — »t  the   Dragon's  loss.— 
For  Him— His  adTait  to  the  lost,  preparing — 
Him— the  tn»  Sdioh,  to  the  Jew,  declaring— 
As  with  it,  RumgET  Wb^ 
Jadea^~a»  the  W10&  Men,  wondering— 
Be  this  ffi»  star  sludi  her  deliyerance  bring! 

nr. 
Tes!— 'tis  Hisk  star    md  wdl  divines  its  mission, 
To  BetUfiHBBt  n^  kaa^of  aU  her    cities— 
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Shepherds  pursue  it— radiant  with  the  Vision, 
Mark,  how  Immanuel,  his  Mother  pities — 

Swaddled — and  in  a  manger  laid, 
Ko  room  for  Jesus  in  the  crowded  Inn — 

Who  empties  Heaven  of  Heaven — till  He  has  paid 
Our  debt  for  sin. 

V. 

Cabn— profound  cahn. 
In  presence  of— I  AM — 
Dead  stillness— not  a  sound, 

No  thunder  rends  the  sky, 
No  tremor  shakes  the  ground — 

Silence  is  well— God,  nigh. 
No  terror  of  the  Main, 

Breaks  on  the  tlirobbing  shore — 
God's  is  the  Earth  again^— 

The  reign  of  Death  is  o'er— 
Room— for  the  Prince  of  Peace! — 

Mail,  from  thy  mother,  vile, 

Bless  Him— bom,  without  guile 
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Dwell  on  His  star  and  smile 
Silent,  with  awe— the  while — 
Waft  it— increase. 
Haste,  Star,  to  brightlier  shine, 
Stand  o'er  the  Birth  divine — 
Bum,  till  no  longer  thine — 
Watch — ^till  Faith  makes  Him  mine  I 


VI. 

Serene  and  cold, 
The  midnight  down  the  wintry  sky  is  stealing, 

Flocks  fly  the  fold— 
.As  shepherds  haste  the  joyful  news  revealing. 

A  Child  is  bom  I 

Where'er  the  thorn 
Festers  with  sin  and  bristles  o'er  the  ground, 
The  Rose  of  Sharon  shall  breathe  peace  around. 

Messiah's  born! 

Exalt  the  horn, 

7* 
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O  Jadah — ^He  is  thine, 

Born  human,  yet  diyine— 

Thy  Light  is  come! 

All  lips  be  dumb — 
Shall  silent  worship  best  become  His  birth, 
Sayionr  of  men  and  Lord  of  Heaven  and  Earth. 

vn. 
Bear  the  glad  tidings  of  great  joy  and  gladness, 
To  Simeon— waiting  for  the  world's  Salvation- 
Last  bom  and  greatest  of  the  elect  Nation — 
To  sweep  a  chord  of  joy  for  long-drawn  sadness- 
Let  Simeon  look  and  live. 
To  God  the  glory  give— 
And  ask  of  Heaven,  to  close  his  eye,  in  vision. 
Of  Him— the  Godhead—- now  the  Jew's  derision. 
Praise  Him,  with  voices  multiplied  by  thunder: 
All  Seas,  the  glad  refrain, 
Belch,  with  the  obstreperous  Main ; 
Hell,  with  affiight  shall  burst  its  chains  asunder — 
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O  Man— lift  up  thy  head — 

Dogs,  to  their  vomit  I— but  do  thou,  iostoftd, 

Eat  of  the  living  bread — 

The  Arch-Deceiver— flying,  shall  have  fled — 

Nothing  for  doubt  or  dread — 
AU,  is  the  Curae,  against  thy  Faith,  recoiling. 

Christ— now  the  babe  is  born, 

Christ — ero  the  breaking  mom, 
Christ— £*om  the  manger,  is  the  Curse  despoiling. 

vm. 

lift,  lift,  thine  eyes, 
See  all  the  skies, 
Irradiate  with  the  van  of  the  Redeemer — 

Angels,  with  seraphs,  thrice  as  bright  as  they, 
Kinship  with  Zion,  to  her  glory  mounted. 

In  burning  flies  betray- 
Most  excellent  in  glory— such  accounted, 
As  shall  in  Heaven,  as  here,  the  most  esteem  her, — 
And  thou,  so  pitiful,  to  mortal  seeming, 
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Closing  thy  slimnken  palms, 
On  petit  alms — 
Look  up— the  Heaven  of  Heavens  for  thee  is  streaming. 
Thou,  who  hast  from  the  dust. 
Prayed  well— as  thrust  on  thrust, 
Cast  thee  still  Hell-ward  as  a  thing  forsaken; 
Courage!   it  is  the  hour 

Of  thy  deferred  ascension — 
The  Son  of  Man,  with  power 
Thine  ages  of  declension- 
Mourns,  most— and  with  most  zeal  thy  cause  has  taken. . 
O  woman — bless  the  womb, 

Has  borne  Him,  and  do  thou 
Sit  at  His  -  feet  and  watch  beside  His  tomb. 
And  take  for  glory — glory,  from  His  brow. 


IX. 


What  gifts  have  men  for  Him, 
Who  looks — and  stars  grow  dim? 
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What  lip  shall  speak  His  name, 
Man — yet  as  God  the  same? 

What  mother  from  the  womb. 

Devote  Him  to  the  tomb? 


X. 

Yet,  they  bring  gifts— frankincense,  myrrh,  and  gold; 

His  Mother  ponders  as  the  Wise  Men  render 
Worship  to  Him— Isaiah  sang  of  old — 
An  Infant^pure  and  tender — 
Yet  of  all  Saints— Defender. 
Can  this  be  He— the  Word  that  spake  the  Sun? 

Inspired  the  man  from  dust?  « 

Woman  from  man? — repented  both,  undone. 
Sheathing  in  man,  the  thrust. 
If  slaying  them,  all  must? 
If  this  be  He— how  human,  for  a  God? 
How  throneless,  for  a  Princej  all  kings  excelling? 

A  reed  put  for  a  rod — 
Faith,  were  not  faith  of  God,  were  found  rebelling. 
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XI. 

Has  not  yon  orb  fix>m  Heayen, 
The  Earth  true  witness  giyen, 

It  is  the  King  of    Glory — 
Of  prophecy  and  song, 
The  burden  poured  along, 

Ages— fired  with  the  story 

Of  the  true  Qod-man — born  of  woman— holy, 
The  Law's  restorer  by  His  Grace  descending, 

A  Prince—whose  kingdom  shall  be  neyer-ending, 

A  kingdom — righteousness  and  mercy,  wholly? 

xn. 
Kow  through  the  vault  of  Heaven  swell  myriad  voices 

Acclaiming  glory — ^glory  in  the  highest. 
To  Him,  in  whom  the  Father  most  rejoices, 
Him,  of  the  Trinity,  to  God  the  nighest, 
Peal  urges  peal, 
Thro'  all  the  skyless  regions, 
Up  from  uncounted  legions — 


MESSIAH.  150 

Till  all  Hearen's  arches,  feel 
The  shock  of  joy— and  reel, 

4 

Reel,  and  had  fallen,  but  for  Qod  remaining— 
The  God  below,  the  God  above,  Bostaimng. 

1. 

Lol   lot   lol 

Lol   the  Son  of  Dayid— 
Bow  the  knee  to  Him, 

Man,  anew  creating! 

Who  for  Him  are  waiting. 
Join  the  natal  hymn — 

Glory— glory— glory- 
To  Immanuell 

Worthy — worthy — worthy- 
He  pleases  God,  so  weUI 

r 

Heayen  is  only  sweet, 

Near  to  Jesus'  feet — 
Earth  as  Heayen  is  sweet 

At  Immanuers  feet. 
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2. 

Lamb— Lamb — Lamb — 

Lamb— our  Mediator, 

Lamb— Lamb — Lamb — 

Lamb — our  Mediator — 
Drain  our  cup  of  sorrow, 
Bleed  for  us  some  morrow,- 
Cross  and  Passion,  ended, 
To  thy  throne  ascended — 
Veil  not— O  Creator, 
Then,  the  Mediator. 

3. 
God— God— God— 

God— in  Judah,  dwelling, 
God— God— God— 

God— in  Christ,  excelling. 
God— God— God, 
From  our  lips  is  swelling. 
His  obedience  telling, 
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Fear  of  Death  dispelling, 
Far — the  Curse,  expelling. 

4. 
Hail — h  ail — hail — 
Hail  the  Incarnation-^ 
Knelt,  ia  adoration. 
Hail  Him  lowly  lying, 

Lying  in  a  manger — 
Earth  and  Hell  defying, 

Not  a  hair  in  danger — 
Hail  His  humble  birth, 
Lowliest  on  the  Earth — 
His  humiliation. 
Wait— wait — wait 

Wait  His  exaltation; 
Wait— wait— wait — 

Wait  His  exaltation 

5. 

Shout — shout— shout — 

Shout  it  to  the  nations — 
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Christ  is  bom  our  Eingl 
Welcome — welcome^'welcom&— 
Welcome,  Christ,  our  Elngl 


Wail— wail— wail — 
Wail,  O  Death,  forever — 
Christ  shall  pluck  thy  sting- 
Christ  our  ransom  bring. 
From '  thy  mouth,  O  Grave, 

Christ  shall  roll  the  stone, 
Christ  is  Power  to  save, 

Christ  is  Life,  alone. 
Hear — ^hear — hear — 
Hear  it,  soul  in  prison; 
Christ,  shall  set  thee  free, 
Christ,  is  Liberty — 
Christ,  too  much  for  me, 
Christ,  remains  for  thee  I 
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7. 
Shont—  shout— dioQt^ 

Shout  it  to  the  tigea^^ 
Christ  henceforth  is  King  I 
Shout — shout —shout — 

Shout  it  to  the  ages, 
Christ  henceforth  is  King! 
To  Him  your  tribute  bring! 
Christ !— Christ !— Christ  I— 
Christ — o'er  everything! 

zm. 
Lo !    yonder  jostling  crowd — 
With  frantic  looks— and  low, 
Half-uttered  voices— slow, 
Or  as  aflfecting  courage— fierce  and  loud. — 
One  has  been  bom,  as  out  of  due  time,  bom— 
And  all  the  chosen  nation, 
Wise,  with  much  speculation — 
Doubt— and  in  doubt  grow  bolder,  e'en  to  scom. 
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"Not  our  Messiah  in  such  sorry  plight *' 
"  Kot  our  Messiah " — like  a  tempest  rises. — 

The  Star  feels  sad,  yet  sheds  diviner  light — 
Nature  assures  the  worm— the  shuddering  Night 
Transcendent  witness — ^by  more  light,  devises — 
Yet,  all  their  proof,  in  vain — 
Man  must  be  bom  again — 
Doubting  and  damned — ere  Grace  the  wretch  surprises. 

xrv. 
Hark  I   what  unearthly  din — 
As  blinding  clouds  betray  her  flying  feet — 

Ah!    whither  hurrying,  Sin? 
Thine,  scarce  an  hour's  reprieve,  from  doom  most  meet — 
Or  cast  thee  in  the  Main — 
Or  some  near  planet  gain — 
To  vex  an  unborn  race,  with  bald  inventions — 
Long,  thou  hast  fought — and  lost — 
The  conflict— Christ  has  cost — 

Hell — once  a  lake,  a  sea  of  vast  dimensions — 
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Stand  on  no  mountain-top,  in  Tain  descrying 

Some  safe  retreat^-for  safety  there  is  none— 
The  clement  Victor's  clemency,  is  done — 
The  bolt  has  sped,  as  thou  art  fleetly  flying — 
She  reels — she  bites  the  dust — and  Hell  completes  her  dying  I 

XV. 

Ah  t   no,  the  Dragon's  fears  have  made  no  blunder — 

The  Sign  is  Gk)d— descending  to  prevail — 
Not  by  a  shock  of  arms— or  crash  of  thunder, 
A  glimpse  of  Truth  has  turned  the  Dragon  pale — 
Who  weeps  his  fangs  and  sways  his  harmless  taiL — 
If,  to  regain  the  sky — 
Hosanna — ^he  could  cry — 
Yet  he,  too  late,  his  fault  is  loud  lamenting — 

Howls — and  deep  down  in  Hell, 
Skulks  from  the  Babe,  on  Him  his  scorn  still  venting: 
All  Hell  breaks  forth,  the  brewing  storm  preventing — 
"  Hail  1  Prince — thy  throne  is  strong — all  shall  be  well  I " 
Still,  half  he  feels,  the  Dragon  could  not  tell — 
With  fiercer  howl,  the  flimsy  fraud,  resenting. 
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Kor  midniglit  drear— nor  chilling  airs,  forbidding 
As  now  tlie  risen  Star — 
Shall  blast  the  clouds  of  war, 
The  leprous  East,  of  long  defilement  ridding — 
Man— with  thy  blotted  brow, 
Smile  and  bid  welcome,  now, 
The  herald  of  thy  peace — 

Of  Him — all  nations'  healing — 
By  death.  His  large  increase, 

As  Ood  to  God,  appealing — 
His  resurrection — the  Messiah  sealing. 

xvn. 

Mars'  throat  is  hushed— no  Temple  now  resounding 
.   With  Rome's  tumultuous  voices. 
Imploring  of  her  gods. 
In  spite  of  battle's  odds. 
Successful  issue,  to  unchallenged  mission — 
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Nor,  by  the  Angor's  riaioii, 

Forewarned  of  Jove's  decision— 

Wails  her  lament — ^nor  in  his  pledge,  rejoices, 

Bat  Peace  to  men,  is  Wrath  to  man,  confounding. 

.-    xvin. 
Peace,  sits  a  throne — 

As  regnant,  quite  alone. 
Her  bi|ath  as  ointment  shed — or  bnds^d  balm — 

Nations  enchanted,  sit. 

Or  worship,  as  is  fit — 
And  Heaven,  may  venture  down  in  such  a  calm. 

She,  modest  of  her  worth. 

Conceals  her  heavenly  birth 
Forsakes  her  seat,  and  to  the  stable  flying, 

Stands  silent  and  looks  in; 

The  Infant,  bom  within. 
Hails — and  her  hope,  now  on  true  sight  relying, 
Back  to  the  skies  on  liveliest  wing  is  flying— 

"Peace,  in  the  manger  lies" — 

f*  Turn  thither,  men,  your  eyes." 


"All  hul  the   Prince  of    Peace— His    Star    descry- 
ing I" 
All  hul  and  be  at  peace  and  wait  the  morrow — 

Fall  Boon  shall  Herod  seek  the  Babe,  yet  vainly, 
Fall  BOOH  had  Simeon's  joy  resolved  to  sorrow — 

Were  Qod  not  God,  as  plainly, 

Laid  in  a  manger — 33  with  power  and  glory — 

Girt— yet  God  bowing  to   the  Prophet's. story. 


Israel,  rejoice  with  Mary,  now  a  mother— 
Her  child  be  thy  McsEdah— will  ye  hear  it, 
Believe  and  woratup— as   taught  of  the  Spirit, 

Christ  shall  avow  himself  the  Elder  Brother, 
Of  such  as  shall  His  triomph  last  inherit — 
By  His  obedience  and  the  Godhead's  merit?— 

ff  ye  bo  deaf,  let  Gentiles  heat  Him,  gladly— 
Strew  branchea  in  His  way — 
To  Him  for  healing,  pray— 

And  Israel,  late,  acclaim  Messiah,  sadly. 
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Hands,  raised  to  take  His  lifo* 

Cries  loudest  in  the  strife — 

'*  Release  Barabbas,  not  the  Kazarene — 

To  save  himself— now  let  His  power  be  seen.'' 

Garments,  dyed  red, 

In  blood  the  Jew  has  shed, 

What  strange  apparel  for  the  holy  nation  I 

Can  God  be  God  and  bridle  indignation. 

Prepared  so  vastly — ^Mercy  hastes,  entreating. 

Prevents  the  shock — His    justice  quite  defeating, 

And,  moved  by  blood,  ye  spill, 

O  Israel,  love  you  still  ? 

XXL 

Zion,  have  garments  fh)m  the  loom  of  Heaven, 

Whereof  the  iPsalmist  vaunted  above  measure. 

Swept  from  his  strings  their  praise. 

And,  at  the  end  of  days — 

Clasped  without  shadow,  the  long-shadowed  Treasure, 
8 
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Ere  to  Lis  line  Immanuel  late  was  given — 
Zion,  rejoice — and  sncli  as  wound  thee,  perish; 

The  Son  of  David — from  a  God  descended. 
Shall  smile  on  Zion,  and  her  stones  shall  cherish. 
Nations  shall  shout — ^hosannal 
All  fed  with  heavenly  manna — 
And  from  the  desert  shall  put  forth  the  Rose, 
All  war  and  riot  through  the  earth  have  ended, 
Since,  when  the  God  to  Godhead  has  ascended, 
Zion's  the  world — till  Mediation  close. 
And  Heaven  is  fuU  of  saints  and  Hell  crammed  with 
her  foes. 

XZII. 

Now,  arm  thee,  Zion,  slumber  light— be  ready, 

To  push  th'  advance  of  Heaven  against  the  Foe, 
Move,  at  a  word — ^thy  tramp,  as  cool  and  steady. 

As  danger,  were  for  thee,  no  thing,  to  know. 

March  to  the  gates  of  Hell, 

Storm  its  defences,  well — 
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Win— and  to  glory,  rise, 

O  Bride,  so  comely,  in  the  Bridegroom's  eyes  I 

The  feast  is  waiting— spread, 

The  wine  is  ripe  and  red, 

The  Bridegroom  stands,  elate. 

The  virgins  round  Him  wait, 

No  foolish  Tirgm  cries, 

"Oil,  for  my  lamp"— there,  every  virgin  wise. 

xxm. 
Hail— and  still  hail  the  rising 

Of  that  new  Star — whose  waning, 
No  Star  to  witness,  shall  be  then  remaining^ 
Be  it  the  Earth  surprising — 
With  light  shall  ever  brighten. 
All  ages  to  enlighten. 
Gather  thy  garments— yet  in  dust  a-traiUng, 
Sandal  thy  feet, 
As  with  the  Spirit,  meet — 
Onward  I— o'er  all  the  dead. 
Peace-ward — ^by  valor  led, 
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Zion,  forever ! — Btill,  Messiali,  haUing — 
Bising— etill  rismg,  higher — 

Sheba  to  Sebs,  shoating, 

Of  Judah,  by  her  Lamb  the  Dragon  routiiig— 
Our  ransom  -  nigh— ^7  every  conquest  nigher, 

Wax  on,  Messiah,  to  the  World^s  salvation. 

Thy  blood  shall  purchase  evoy  age  and  nation-^  ' 

Last— hold  aloft  the  Curse,  with  exultation  I 
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OOE  A3^. 


-♦♦♦- 


I. 

HiDB  on,  O  gallant  8bip,  by  -wind  or  steam! 

A  thousand  leagues  are  past — a  thousand  more. 
Are  past  already,  in  the  father's  dream 

Of  wife  and  child,  who  welcome  him  ashore — 
Sail  on,  thou  staunch  old  Ship! — thy  sails  are  set 

To  favoring  gales — ^and  o'er  a  summer  sea 
Smile  the  propitious  sMes — and  fisdn  forget, 

How  false  that  smile,  the  Ocean  wears  for  thee. 


Sleep  on,  fhou  child  of  days— fhon  man  of  years, 

Thou  mother  wiili  thy  charge ;  then,  too,  sweet  bride 
Ye  dream — ye  amile — yet  wake  not,  lest  yonr  fears 

Descry  eome  evil  omen, — Wind  and  tide 
Aie  bearing  yoa  along-— ye  could  not  see 

A  star  obscured — yet  ere  the  break  of  day. 
Ye  may  descend  to  death  bo  nJently, 

As  not  to  wake  to  perish,  as  ye  pray. 


Impotent  Alt,  how  now,  when  storms  arise) 

To  seek  the  shore  were  shipwreck— the  wide  sea, 
Tosaing  her  bosom  madly  to  the  skies, 

Inyites  thee  to  outride  them — wouldst  thon  flee? 
Fly,  then,  and  show  thee  master  of  the  Deep — 

TLou  wouldst  but  canst  not  fly  the  wind  and  ware 
Unleaa  some  Toice  shall  lull  the  wiade  asleep — 

Down,  Mhoms  down,  thy  i^p  must  find  a  grave. 
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IV. 

See  the  lone  bird,  "wliose  borne  is  on  the  Deep, 

Pause  OA  the  billow's  crest  and  reascend 
The  skies,  for  higher  flight  and  bolder  sweep— 

And  yet,  O  man,  who  must  thy  life  defend, 
When  but  a  plank  divides  thee  from  thy  doom? 

Shall  thy  life  ding  to  Art?   or  like  yon  bird, 
Hast  thou  a  Father?  then  for  hope  make  room— 

And  to  confound  th^  tempest,  prayer  be  heard. 

V. 

If  hope  remain—it  were  a  hope  indeed. 

God  yet  may  be  entreated  by  a  prayer, 
To  be  thy  help,  O  Ship,  in  stress  of  need. 

And  light  with  joy  the  wake  of  thy  despair. 
Pray  at  the  helm-^pray  at  the  shrouds — and  ye. 

Who  never  pray,  unchallenged— pray,  for  fear- 
Pray  all— pray  on,  till  ye  are  lost— or  see 

A  smile  break  on  ihe  eye,  to  charnx  the  ear. 


8 


• 
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O  Mystery— feinain  I— Yet  God  is  joflt, 

When  tempests  rock  the  manner  to  deep, 
As  when  His  lightnings  smite  him  back  to  dust, 

And  conquering  navies  yield  to  the  vast  Deep— 
I,  God,  haye  done  it — rings  aboye  the  ix>ar. 

Of  thunder,  storm,  and  tempest — I  alone — 
£yil  and  Good  are  Mine,  foreyermore— 

All  worlds  and  all  dominion,  are  Mine  own« 

VIL 

Just,  in  Pompeii's  fall,  if  in  her  rise — 

As  when  fleet  life,  arrested  at  her  gates, 
Impetrates  Heayen  by  Joye  or  Mars  and  dies. — 

Bride  of  an  hour,  thy  dalliance  Death  awaits: 
O  bridegroom,  die,  and  clasp  thy  phantom  bride — 

Mother,  who  wouldst  but  canst  not  die  alone, 
Embrace  thy  child,  and  perish  at  its  side— 

O  godless  City,  die,  for  crimes  unknown  I 
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vni. 
O,  depth  of  man's  perdition  I — ^From  the  spot, 

That  Star,  affecting  God — ^recoiled,  undone, 
And  to  the  Pit,  a  sulphurous  outlaw,  shot, 

God  casts  a  line  to  sound  its  deeps  alone — 
Alone,  He  searches  in  His  burstmg  heart. 

For  such  compassion  as  is  worthy  God — 
And  Mercy  done — He  rises  to    depart. 

And  Sin  and  Death,  by  man,  contest  His  rod. 

IX. 

O  Man,  to  query  God  if  He  be  justl 

God  laughs  when  thou  dost  weep  and  weeps  thy  smile : 
Thy  mercy  were  the  signal  for  His  thrust 

Of  wrath  red-hot. — Guile  to  judge  God  by  guile ! 
A  spark — to  sit  in  judgment  on  the  Sun, 

A  candle — to  ignore  Divinity, 
A  breath,  or  be  it  life,  or  be  it  none, 

All  one — both  nothing,  to  Infinity  I 
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ScoTuge  thee  with  scoipions— if  haying  stang 

Thy  flesh — ^tbe  spirit  shall  be  mortified, 
And  thence  a  drop  of  piety  be  wning, 

Enough  to  cool  thy  tongue  when  thou  hast  died. 
As  for  thy  reason— let  it  stop  at  Qod — 

Measure  thyself  with  man— as  fool*  with  fool — 
And  when  God^  justice  points  thee  to  His  rod, 

Confess  His  soyereign  right,  alone  to  rule. 

XI. 

O,  for  some  height  and  for  some  glass,  to  sweep 
The  confines  of  the  Infinite — ^to  stand, 

A  point— commanding  with  its  glance  a  Deep, 
That  brooks  no  tides — ^that  breaks  upon  no  strand 

We  then  had  seen  ourselves  and  had  been  wise- 
Yet,  had  not  seen  the  Infinite  at  all. 

Seen,  but  the  clouds  i^at  to  His  nostrils  rise. 
In  breath  on  breath,  must  at  Bis  pleasure  falL 
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Repent  thy  shipwrecks  I — ^Let  thy  billows  now 

Sink  into  cahn  along  thy  placid  breast: 
As  when  an  infant  slumbers,  be  thy  brow, 

Serene  and  like  the  marble,  and  thy  rest, 
StOl  and  profoond— let  not  -a  storm  arise. 

To  rouse  thy  fiery  mettle  to  the  shock, 
Shall  swell  thy  maddening  bosom  to  the  skies, 

And  strand  on  shoal  and  shore,  on  cape  and  rock, 

XTTT. 

The  saUs  of  peace  and  armaments  of  war. 

All  are  thy  playthings  then,  that  wind  or  steam. 
By  prosperous  Art  sails  oyer  thee—afar 

And  near  such  as  woo  sleep,  and  perhaps  dream 
Of  their  expectant  loves^and  such  as  wake. 

To  all  the  dread  of  dying— all  are  lost. 
In  thy  tremendous  sports,  that  seem  to  shake 

Continents  with  affright,  when  thou  art  tost. 
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The  Nile,  the  Father,  and  the  Amazon, 

Lay  all  their  wealth  of  tribute  at  thy  feet — 
And  eyery  lake  and  sea  from  every  zone, 

Hastes,  with  her  swelling  tides  thy  face  to  greet. 
And  like  a  monarch,  bom  to  grace  a  throne, 

Wlio,  with  a  gracious  smile,  art  may  not  feign. 
Makes  eyery  subject's  heart  the  monarch's  own. 

So,  dost  thou  smile,  thou  Monarch  of  the  Main. 

XV. 

Be  thine  primeval  waters? — is  the  bed, 

Wherein  thou  art  disporting  thy  huge  form, 
Coeval  with  thy  birth?— or  hast  thou  fled. 

Reeling  before  the  earthquake  and  the  storm 
When  continents  have  risen  from  the  Deep, 

And  seas  have  leaped  their  bounds — from  land  to  land, 
Raging  with  tempests,  or  composed  to  sleep. 

Where  empires  stood — ^wed  to  no  shore  or  strand? 
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XVI. 

Sublime  and  like  a  God  the  Ocean  King, 

Deigns  no  response  by  look  or  nod  or  sign 
Ail  is  mysterious  as  the  life  we  bring 

From  the  yast  womb  of  Nature  and  resign 
So  gladly,  at  the  gates  of  Paradise — 

Let  patient  science  at  the  mountain's  base, 
Or  at  its  top,  descry  new  mysteries. 

The  Monarch  smiles,  or  billows  Teil  his  face. 

XVII. 

"What  treasures  dost  thou  hide— and  for  what  heir, 

Dost  thou  aggrandize  wealth  from  every  clime, 
And  jealous  as  a  lion  of  his  lair, 

Dost  hoard  the  pomps  and  trophies  of  all  time  ? 
Thy  loins  are  barren — ^wherefore  then  thy  greed? 

Or  hast  thou  buried  Mammon  in  thy  ware, 
So  men  shall  look  to  God  in  stress  of  need. 

And  learn,  how  loss  is  gain,  beyond  the  grave? 
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xYm. 
How  did  thy  waters  smile  at  Xerxes*  nigef 

And  how  did  Egypt  goigle  down  to  hell? 
Canute,  confessed  thee  victor,  and  would  wage 

Ko  conflict  with  thy  wayes— bat  prostrate  fell| 
Before  thee — ^lest  idolatry  should  stain 

His  conquests — and  The  Fool — ^blot  out— The  Great- 
Supreme,  in  less  authority,  remain, 

Power,  by  itsdf— if  challenged— emulate  t 


Ocean,  arouse  us  by  the  mighty  play 

Of  thy  tremendous  billows,  to  ignore 
The  littleness  of  life — to  break  away, 

From  our  ignoble  slumbers  and  explore 
Deeps  that  no  line  has  sounded— heights  untrod, 

Saye  by  His  feet,  who  reared  them  and  to  test 
Our  power,  by  thine — ^to  catch  a  glimpse  of  God, 

Touch  but  His  skirts  and  be  foreyer  blest. 
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When  the  Annada  thundeied  o'er  thy  breast 

And  droye  the  nations  landward,  didst  thou  feel 
A  tremor — or  sleep  cm  and  take  thy  rest? 

Say— dost  thoa  know  a  feather  from  a  keel? 
Or  do  the  mountain  and  its  shadow  glide, 

Along  thy  bosom,  both  alike  to  thee? 
Say — since  thou  hast  no  riyal — hast  thou  pride? 

Or  is  the-  height  of  pride,  humility  ? 

xzi. 

What  lesson  hast  thou  for  the  strong,  O  Sea, 

But  gently  to  wield  power^  so  it  may  last  ? 
To  yiew  the  triumph  of  all  strength  in  thee, 

And  there  the  prudence  see  to  hold  it  fast? 
So,  for  the  weak,  what  lesson— but  to  rise, 

And  yindicate  their  manhood  at  thy  side, 
To  catch  thy  yoice  as  thundered  from  the  skies. 

Strike!— and  thy  cause,  Jehoyah  shall  decide? 
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If  thou  wert  Justice,  seated  on  her  throne. 

With  thy  strong  arm  to  sanction  her  decrees, 
And  the  rich  claimed  the  poor  man  as  his  own^ 

Who  stood  before  thy  bar  with  trembling  knees^ 
What  wouldst  thou?     Smilo  upon  so  just  a  claim, 

As  the  bribe  dropped  unseen  within  thy  hand? 
Or  wouldst  thou  smite  the  wrong  as  in  God's  name. 

And  thou  alone  with  Qod  for  justice  stand? 

xxm. 
Maid  of  the  Sea— whose  song  or  art  beguiles 

Seamen  to  shipwreck— wherefore  so  much  zeal 
To  taunt  despairing  wretches  with  thy  smiles? 

Why  smile  or  leer,  as  the  mad  wayes  conceal 
Kayies,  had  rode  triumphant  o'er  all  seas. 

And  but  for  thee  might  still  the  trident  bear? 
Wherefore  all  life  and  wealth  th'  ill-omened  breeze 

Wafts  to  thy  grotto,  sink  or  perish  there? 
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If,  out  of  myth  and  song,  thy  fame  arose, 

Still  may  the  mariner  seek  some  soft  isle, 
Where  in  thy  beauty,  blushing  like  the  rose, 

Thou  mayst  still  smile  on  him  with  fatal  smile. 
Or  sing  ^im  to  Elysium,  as  he  dies, 

By  thy  aTenging  wrath— that  will  not  spare 
The  wretch,  who  sees  with  unpermitted  eyes, 

Thy  yiigin  charms  and  pearly-dripping  hair. 

Behemoth  shook  the  earth  with  his  Arm  tr^d. 

And  ceased,  ere  Adam  named  each  liying  thing- 
But  old  Leyiathan,  lolls  in  his  bed, 

Slumbrous,,  as  if  his  life  were  in  its  spring. 
Stretching  his  lazy  length  from  isle  to  isle — 

Seen  many  leagues  the  home-bound  argosy, 
And  fleets,  whose  thunders  eternized  the  Nile, 

Bear  off  from  his  unfathomed  mystery. 
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Suchf  haunt  thy  deeps,  O  habitable 
^     Antipodes  of  life — ^thy  bosom  heayes 
Not  with  the  trarail  of  maternity — 

And  thongh  a  mother  for  her  children  grieves, 
When  they  are  not— -the  tempest  laughs  thy  scorn, 

For  life,  prodigious,  or  minnte— or  sings 
Terrific  lullabies  to  the  new*bom, 

I 

Thy  fecund  womb,  on  shore  and  island  flings. 


Hadst  thou  a  heart  to  fed  and  couldst  thou  see 

Thy  shipwrecks  with  their  horrors— thou  must  shed 
An  ocean  of  hot  tears— resolve  to  flee 

Thyself  and  be  companion  of  thy  dead — 
But  thou  art  heartless  as  the  polar  ice, 

Blind  as  the  storm  that  smites  thee  on  thy  breast, 
Astute  as  hell,  to  catch  some  new  device. 

To  lull  the  voyager  to*  fatal  rest 
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XXVIU. 

O  finnament  of  waters— dost  thou  raise 

A  Voice  of  countless  thunders  to  ignore 
The  matins  of  the  stars?   or  dost  thou  praise 

God-^when  thy  biUows  burst,  or  spnm  the  shore  ? 
Praise  to  his  shame  who  impetrates  the  sun, 

To  his,  whose  Gk>d  inhabiteth  a  shrine, 
Praise,  to  the  abame  of  fools,  who  say  there's  none, 

Praise— to  the  shame  of  faith,  so  weak  as  mine! 


What  is  thy  creed,  O  Sea!    Does  the  poor  earth 

Confess  thee  as  a  partner  in  her  guilt? 
Or  dost  thou  ask,  what  is  that  kingdom  worth. 

For  which  Jehoyah  His  own  blood  has  spilt? 
Art  thou  alarmed  for  crimes  thou  hast  not  done? 

Or  dost  thou  reel  and  bellow  with  the  pain 
Of  man's  transgression,  and  as  thou  hast  none. 

Scoff  at  God's  justice  throtlghout  all  thy  main? 
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O  how  sublime  thy  faiihl    It  asks  not  why, 

Asks  but  for  Qod— confessing  Him,  with  praise, 
Outrooring  all  the  thunders  of  the  sky: 

And  when  the  earth  cries  out — ^behold  he  prays! 
Thou  art  not  knelt — ^but  prostrate  on  thy  face-*- 

Thy  crown  cast  in  thy  flood— thy  billows,  still— 
And  God,  thy  silence,  follows  with  His  grace 

And  leads  thy  waters  forth,  to  do  His  will. 

XXZI*  \ 

f 

Man-ward,  thy  wrath— God-ward  thy  praise,  0  Sea. 

Prayer,  that  had  ranquished  heaven,  thou  dost  not  hear 
From  coral  reef  and  island  poured  to  thee— 

Mercy  will  be  entreated  by  a  tear, 
Justice  returns  her  sword,  withdrawn  to  slay. 

But  thy  compassions  move  not— to  a  grave,' 
Deeper  than  hell,  the  wretched  castaway. 

Sinks  and  sinks  on  forever,  down  thy  wave. 
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ixzn. 
Necropolis  of  empires — thou  hast  room, 

To  honor  with  sepulture  the  vast  earth; 
And  when  the  trumpet  sounds  the  day  of  doom, 

Thy  mountain  waves  shall  cradle  a  new  birth, 
Besurgent  from  thy  deeps — ^a  yirgin  bride, 

Wed  to  yon  heavens  serene,  as  purged  by  fire- 
Celestial  navies  then  thy  waves  shall  ride, 

And  peace  from  God,  bid  all  their  wrath  retire. 

God  gave  thee  language,  yet  held  fast  the  key. 

Lest,  all  is  hid  from  man— man  should  descry, 
Snatch  from  thy  waves  their  chronicles,  O  -  Sea : 

What  time  thou  hadst  the  smile  of  the  Most  High, 
What  cycles  supervened— ere  sea  and  land 

Partitioned  the  vast  globe— and  Time  began, 
Day  filled  the  heavens — and  countless  as  the  sand, 

Life  multiplied  her  shadows  up  to  man. 


I 
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Dragons  and  Mennaids  haunt  thee — sport  with  them, 

Seduce  Leviathan  with  songs — ^but  spare 
The  foundering  sail,  that  strives  thy  tides  to  stem, 

And  wrests  a  hope  of  safety  from  despair; 
Cast  loose  the  reins  upon  thy  billows'  neck, 

Bid  all  thy  caverns  open  and  their  host 
Join  in  the  monstrous  rite — and  who  shall  reck 

If  jione  gone  down  to  thee  in  ships,  be  lost  f 

XXXV. 

80,  when  an  awful  smile  overspreads  thy  face. 

As  in  thy  depths  the  host  of  heaven  are  seen. 
False  as  the  lure  that  leads  to  hell  apace 

Apostate  men  and  angels— ris  the  sheen. 
That  silvers  o^er  thy  falsehood,  faithless  sea. 

Thou  art  a  tempest  and  all  else  is  guile — 
A  calm  is  but  a  counterfeit  of  thee. 

And  such  as  woo  thy  terrors,  flee  thy  smile. 


A 


OGRIN.  108 


zxxn. 
Spouse  of  the  Sjin-^firom  thy  prolific  womb, 

life  in  a  flower  or  monster  sees  the  light — 
Thy  clouds  restore  the  earth — thy  storms  consume 

Pestilent  airs,  that  scourge  the  earth  by  night; 
Thy  landward  breeze  comes  laden  home  with  health, 

To  plague-struck  cities — as  the  fatal  wave 
Has  scattered  to  the  winds  our  lives  and  wealth, 

Pronounces  resurrection  o'er  the  grave. 

XXX  vn. 
Emotion  of  the  Infinite  I — a  Tear, 

Dashed  from  His  eyelids  and  displacing  joy. 
For  that  He  arms  the  most — ^the  least,  to  fear, 

A  deluge  could  not  mend  nor  yet  destroy — 
Is  there  a  touch  of  grief  with  the  Most  High? 

Repentance  in  His  bosom  ? — ^then,  thou  art, 
0  Ocean,  a  vast  tear— and  shall  not  dry, 

While  the  Divine  partakes  the  human  heart. 
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XSLXVUl. 

Emotion  of  the  Infinite! — a  Wrath, 

Awaking  with  the  whirlwind  seeks  the  sea, 
Confounds  the  game  of  empire  in  its  path, 

Takes  up  the  islands — ^bids  the  mountains  flee, 
Till  o'er    tempestuous  waters — ^Wrath  alone 

Sits  regnant — while  throughout  her  wide  domain 
Compassion  moves,  for  every  shriek  and  moan. 

Till  peace  from  God,  restores  the  troubled  Main. 

xxxiz. 
Emotion  of  the  Infinite ! — a  Love, 

Vast  as  the  ocean^s  bosom,  shrinks  to  naughty 
Named  with  the  love  that  sits   enthroned  above, 

A  beggar's  rags,  beside  the  love    that  brought 
Salvation  by  the  Cross:    the  firmament. 

Were  love  dealt  out  by  measure,   could  not  hold 
The  volume  of  that  passion,  half  unspent, 

When  Hell  must  win,  if  God  shall  God  withhold. 
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XL. 


One,  thou  canst  neither  drown  nor  terrify — 

He  walks  thy  waves  and  whispers — ^Peace,  be  still  I 
And  every  cloud  dissolves  in  all  the  sky, 

And  every  wave  is  tranquil  at  His  will — 
Thou  dost  confess  His  kingship  evermore. 

In  calms — dispensing  heaven  along  thy  face ; 
In  storms,  that  drive  thy  tides  o'er  every  shore, 

To  drown  a  world  to  purge  a  guilty  race. 

XLI, 

Fear  only  Him  and  under  Him,   supreme. 

Roll  o'er  thy  wide  domain  from  pole  to  pole — 
Explode  the  myth,  or  vagary,  or  dream, 

Would  dare  inform  thy  waters  with  a  soul; 
Or  put  a  trident  in  a  Shadow's  hand. 

To  visit  sorry  whimsies  on  thy  head — 
Acknowledge  God  as  Lord  of  sea  and  land, 

And  drown  the  wretch,  would  crown  thee  Lord  instead 
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XUL 

Slip,  Famine,  from  ihy  shadows— and  thou  War, 
Steal,  from  thy  storm— thou  Pestilence,  forsake 

Thy  breath  that  spreads  the  scent  of  death  afar — 
Come,  and  for  conquest  each  an  equal  take; 

Pounce  on  the  ocean  lastly  for  a  prey. 
And  leave  the  worm  in  peace,  if  but  an  hour — 

Then,  if  ye  be  immortal — yours  the  day, 
s        If  not — the  worm  surriyes,  to  mock  your  power. 

XLtll. 

Be  still — or  God  thy  thunders  celebrate ! 

Who  holds  thee  in  the  hollow  of  His  hand, 
And  on  whose  pleasure  storms  and  tempests  wait, 

To  turn  to  chaos,  ocean,  sky,  and  land — 
Heaven  is  Thy  smile,  O  God,  and  hell  Thy  frown, 

And  in  the  jaws  of  shipwreck  all  who  die, 
Confess  their  doom  is  just,  as  they  go  down, 

For  heaven  and  hell  Thy  throne  must  magnify. 
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XLIT* 

Who  is  sublime  as  thou?   or  who  shall  seize 

Thy  billows  by  their  crest?  or  who  shall  wrest 
The  sceptre  fjrom  thy  hand?  or  who  shall  freeze 

Thy  waters  with  His  breath?  or  who  shall  test 
Thy  strength  by  His?    or  stretch  thee  at  His  feet, 

An  easy  boast? — ^A  chill  steals  o^er  thee  now, 
For  if,  with  frowns  for  smiles,  God,  thou  shalt  greet 

Nothing,  returns  to  nothing,  at  a  blow. 

XLV. 

O  <jk>d.  Thine  ocean  mocks  at  all  save  Thee, 

For  though  the  virgin  Queen  who  rules  the  night 
Sways  him  with  wild  emotion — ^what  is  she 

But  Thy  right  arm  to  shake  him  with  afifright? 
AU,  is  one  law  of  nature  and  that— God, 

God,  by  His  suns  and  moons  and  stars  and  spheres 
Reducing  Nature  to  obey  His  nod — 

God — all  eyes  see— who  nerer  once  appears. 
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2XTI« 

Only  not  infinite,  and  yet  so  far 

The  distance  from  the  Infinite  to  thee — 
The  sickliest  ray  shot  from  the  meanest  star, 

Shall  symbol  God  as  well  as  thou,  O  Sea — 
Shadow  for  shadows,  only— as  for  Him, 

Be  still  and  know  that  He  is  God  alone — 
All  seas  no  more  and  ey^ry  planet  dim. 

No  prop  has  fallen  fjrom  Jehovah^s  throne. 

XLvn. 
God  from  the  Universe,  and  what  remains, 

Cast  in  the  scale  against  a  mote  were  lost- 
Nothing,  for  bulk,  a  universe  attains. 

Unless  a  breath  God  reckon  too  much  cost- 
God  and  potential  being — nothing  more. 

Pill  all  the  scene  before,  beyond  our  eyes. 
Lost  labor  to  destroy — ^but  to  restore — 

God  adds  forever  ftirlongs  to  the  skies. 
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ZLYin. 

Thou— but  a  spark  reserved  against  that  day, 

When  God  shall  give  his  atoms  to  the  flame, 
Kindling  to  light  the  Angel  on  his  way 

To  publish  doom  abroad,  as  in  God's  name— 
Thou,  for  the  conflagration  of  the  Earth, 

A  volume  of  combustion — ^now,  its  foe — 
Her  shield  against  the  sun,  the  scourge,  the  dearth— 

Thy  flames  shall  publish  flrst  her  overthrow. 

XLIX. 

Scene,  passing  vision,  save  the  eye  of  Him — 
All  elements  of  motion,  Ught,  and  sound 

Seize  on  the  Sun  erratic,  shorn  and  dim, 
Profound — to  sink  beneath  the  last  profound: 

All  planets  hurtle  'thwart  the  crackling  skies. 
The  flames  of  nature  lick  th'  Eternal  Throne, 

Tin  man's  first  crime  all  nature  purifies, 

And  God  smiles  on,  till  God  is  left— alone. 
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Wlien  thon  art  btrngry,  dost  thou  ay  to  God? 

Or  canst  thou  live  despite  Him?   say  how  long 
Thy  waters  shall  sarvive  against  His  nod  ? 

A  day?   an  hour? — So  if  he  stride  along. 
Bear  off  the  sun  and  moon  to  light  His  way, 

m 

And  leave  thee  to   stagnation — hast  thou  breath 
Without  thy  tides?    Fool,  to  thy  knees  and  prayt 
Thou,  shadow — erer  face  to  face  with  Death. 

^  ZJ. 

Silence,  like  sound  is  audible  to  God — 

So,  if  thou  couldst  but  sleep,  it  were  as  well, 
As  if  thy  brawny  arms  were  stretched  abroad. 

As  though  thy  voice  were  pitched  to  heaven  to  swell 
The  volume  of  thy  clamor,  to  be  fed — 

If  to  forget  were  possible— as  soon 
Thou,  as  the  nautilus  were  with  the  dead: 

Silent,  the  sun,  thy  greater— still,  the  moon. 
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m. 
Thy  secrets — Ocean  I— Wherefore  at  the  pole, 

Sach  congelations — tremors  to  compel 
His  keel's  return*  that  would  traverse  the  whole 

Of  thy  vast  bosom?     Wilt  thou  ever  swell 
Thy  breast  witb  rage  and  cleave  the  poles  in  twain? 

Or,  by  thy  billows,  waft  the  tropics  there, 
And  the  rent  poles,  like  bubbles,  ride  the  main, 

Ocean,  embracing  ocean,  everywhere? 

Lm. 
What  of  thy  depths,  beyond  the  diver's  eye? 

Biot  or  sabbath?   life  in  vaster  forms, 
Lustful  as  hell,  pacific  as  the  sky? 

Or,  as  the  wratb  of  hell  the  Earth  transforms 
Into  its  symbol,  ere  agaiA  the  Sun 

Despoils  such  conquest,  as  a  gust  of  Heaven, 

Sweeps  earthward  from  its  skirts — ^now  is  it,  one — 

Anon,  the  other,  howling— scourged  and  riven? 
9* 
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LIV. 

Hast  thou  some  sign  to  signal  Sun  and  Moon, 

When  thou  wouldst  sleep,  or  gird  thyself  for  war? 
Or,  thou,  the  sport  of  night,  of  morn,  of  noon. 

And  thy  unfriended  head  denied  a  star, 
To  break  th'ass£^ult  of  either  peer  on  thee — 

Plaything  of  spheres — ^yet  monarch  to  command 
The  earth  by  storms  to  yield— by  sea  on  sea, 

Sfcretching  thine  arms  o^er  realms  without  a  strand? 

LV. 

Couldst  thou  behold  the  Infinite  and  live? 

Thou  hast  not  seen  Him — couldst  not  see  Him,  now. 
And  of  thy  vastness  but  a  drop  survive. 

Thou  knowest  that  He  is,  and  on  thy  brow 
Hath   smiled  by  sun  and  moon,  and  still  doth  smile. 

And  yet  thou  couldst  not  hear  His  voice  and  be: 
To  see  His  face  were  Heaven,  and  thou  art  vile. 

And  to  conceive  of  God — ^infinity. 


1 
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LVI. 

What  do  thy  billows  mnrmar  wheii  thy  rest 

Beems  quite  unbroken?   what,  when  earth  and  sky 
Seem  quite  commingled,  as  thy  laboring  breast 

Flouts  thy  Spouse  heaven-ward  bids  the  Virgin  fly — 
As  thy  wrath  waxes  to  the  height  of  helT, 

And  empires  snatch  oblivion  for  their  fame? — 
What,  do  thy  waves,  like  the  Last  Torment  swell — 

Wrath,' regnant,  against  God,  or  in  God's  name? 

LVII. 

Tbou,  to  make  boast  of  greatness — ^thou,  to  claim 

Thy  calm  as  thy  own  smile — thy  wrath  as  thine  I—* 
Thou,  but  an  atom  stricken  in  God's  name 

For  man's  undoing — on  thy  brow  the  sign 
Of  the  Cross  triumphs— or  all  had  been  lost — 

Thyself  imcoffined,  stark  and  with  the  dead, 
Thy  rigid  seas  no  keel  had  ever  crossed, 

And  where  an  atom  was,  God's  smile  instead. 
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Lvm. 
Not  thine  the  faith  that  as  a  mustard  seed 

In  human  hearts  may  bid  the  mountains  flee, 
Thine,  a  sublime  confession  of  thy  need, 

A  cry  to  Gk>d  to  ^  His  salvation  see — 
And  nestling  in  the  hollow  of  His  hand, 

Thy  calm  and  thy  confusion  are  at  one, 
Thou  crying  with  the  dust  along  thy  strand, 

God— only  God— and  let  His  will  be  done  I 

uz. 
Mother  of  Storms — ascend,  and  from  the  sky, 

As  for  a  benediction  send  us  rain; 
Both  earth  and  man-  athirst,  yon  cloud  descry. 

Swell  from  a  speck  a  hemisphere  amain: 
They  haying  drank,  thou  hast  not  lost  a  drop. 

Sways  not  thy  scale  of  empire  by  a  hair. 
Since  but  for  alms  thy  revenues  must  stop. 

And  thy  shrunk  waters  famish  back  to  air. 
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rz. 
The. seasons  are  the  Stm^s,  the  zones  be  thine — 

As  from  the  Tropics  toying  -with  the  Deep, 
Thy  gulf  stream  panting  flies  thy  springs  of  brine, 

By  mist  and  flood  and  storm  thy  breast  to  sweeps 
To  mellow  the  Equator,  to  shake  hands 

With  the  Poles  frigid — smelted  by  such  lore, 
As  if  some  Pleiad  swept  all  seas  and  lands, 

And  breathed  below,  soft  airs  inspired  above. 

LSI. 

Yet,  oft  the  Tropics  sport  with  wind  and  wave. 

And  from  thy  nostrils  belch  against  the  skies 
Sea  after  sea,  wherein  the  hearens  may  laye 

Their  flaming  skirts  as  the  Sun  onward  flies — 
Thy  breath  their  fragrance  storms  the  flying  keel, 

That   would  the  Pole,-  that  would  the  icy  Horn, 
That  all   thy  seas  would  challenge,  but  to  steal 

From  hope  the  less  to  hope  the  more  forlorn. 
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So,  woiQd  some  pilot  sail  mthont  his  chart, 

To  mark  true  ground  and  fidse— let  him  beware, 
Lest  thon  forestall  the  vigilance  of  Art, 

And  in  an  instant  spread  some  fatal  snare. 
As  that  by  Norway— like  the  road  to  hell. 

Gently  trayersing  round  on  round  of  mirth, 
Where  thou  wouldst  snare  Leviathan,  as  well 

As  sink  the  fleets  and  navies  of  the  earth. 

What  foe  shall  stand  before  thy  shout— To  arms! 

Thou,  with  thy  billows  marshalled  for  the  fray) 
Thine,  the  lost  Pleiad,  whose  long  stay  alarms 

Her  peers  still  weeping?    Didst  thou  end' the  day. 
Against  all  odds  in  that  assault  of  Hell, 

When  the  earth  groaned  for  man— or  did  the  fame 
Of  man's  transgression  shock  thy  soul  as  well. 

And  all  thy  waters  blush  for  Adam's  shame? 
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LXIV. 

Dost  thou,  Atlantic,  prop  the  sinking  land, 

As  if  God's  hand?    Dost  thou,  Pacific,  swell. 
As  if  God's  heart  were  throbbing  on  thy  strand 

Compassion  for  a  race  the  sport  of  hell  ? 
One  to  uphold  the  earth  fox  man  to  pray, 

One  to  persuade  him  to  his  knees — and  Gk)d 
Himself  in  every  heart  to  lead  the  way 

To  heaven — ere  heaven  were  none— withheld  the  rod  ? 

Liv. 
Provoke  u^  to  be  gods — if  God  forbear 

His  curse  for  such  presumption — ^yet  to  rise 
Above  himself  what  mortal  may  not  dare? 

God  shall  not  thrust  him  back — but  cleave  the  skies 
Tq  give  his  soul's  dilation  ampler  room — 

Be  not  afraid,  O  Man,  knowledge  is  free, 
The  spark  that  lighted  hell  died  on  thy  tomb — 

Pluck  on  and  eat  for  aye,  the  living  tree. 


*\ 
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LZTL 

Etil,  an  oft  condition  of  the  good, 

Sablimes  itself  to  madness  and  is  lost — 
Oft  yirtue,  by  a  stroke  ill-understood 

Of  man,  surprised — cries  God  her  plans  has  crossed. 
Tet  she  has  gained  the  most  and  lost  the  least, 

Shall  she  postpone  her  vote  and  wait  the  end — 
Just  as  thy  goodness  by  thy  wrath  increased, 

A  calm,  like  heaven,  doth  aU  thy  rage  suspend. 

Lxvn. 
W^  thou  sublime,  if  thou  wert  not  alone  t 

Did  God  display  His  finger  in  the  Sun  ? 
Or  did  its  shadow  fall  across  thine  own — 

What  then?   wert  thou  an  Ocean,  or  as  "nonet 
So  if  an  echo  of  His  voice  were  heard — 

A  gale  to  blister  hell  and  fan  its  fires, 
Thy  terror,  were  the  breath  the  leaf  has  stirred^ 

Atom — an  Ocean,  but  as  God  retires. 
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r 

I 

Ajaz,  the  cloud  dispersed— advance !  and  thou, 
,  Immortal  o^er  the  Alps— and  tlion,  poor  fool, 
Who  in  thy  cups  cast  a  world  down  thy  brow — 

Come,  and  by  my  ambition  learn  to  rule— 
Or  hack  my  loins  if  ye  would  challenge  sport, 

Would  see  a  planet  stagger  from  its  base. 
Fleets  driving  sun-ward,  blaze  into  their  port — 

Mine,  all  the  stakes— the  field-— the  scourge — ^the  race. 

LXIX. 

Dare,  man,  to  let  me  sound  thee  with  my  line, 
Thy  fathoms  noted— take  thine  altitude, 

Discover  to  thyself— or  if,  as  mine. 
Or  if  fool-ward  from  Gk)d,  whence  thou  hast  wooed 
I  Communion  with  the  Infinite— by  signs: 

A 

And  by  thy  stretch  of  reason  o'er  my  faith. 
Armed  thy  confusion  against  €k)d's  designs. 
Me  dubbed  a  fool,  but  asking  what  God  saith. 
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LZZ. 

Say,  hast  thou  an  electdon  to  breathe  twice  ? 

Or  to  breathe  once  and  cease,  but  by  the  steel? 
Death,  be  it  thine,  or  Qod's,  done  by  thy  vice? 

Hast  thou  a  soul  that  yet  herself  could  feel? 
Could  Touch  if  a  condition  of  a  clod, 

Or  its  surrivor?   hast  thou  any  clue 
To  thread  the  maze  of  nature  back  to  God? 

E'en  canst  thou  proye  thine  own  existence  true? 


From  every  school  of  morals  swells  the  boast, 

Thy  flower  is  but  the  outgrowth  of  the  soul — 
If  thine  the  bud — ^the  flower  blooms  on  my  coast 

My  censer  sweeps  an  arc  from  pole  to  pole, 
Breath  of  thy  soul,  when  she  sublimes  in  song, 

Her  action  grossly  gross,  or  greatly  great: 
What  note  she  sounds  for  battle,  I  prolong, 

By  me  she  skulks  a  slave— or  builds  a  State. 
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Ask^^how?     The  mountauis  stand  my  ministers, 

Myself,  so  cold  thy  senses  shrink  my  touch, 
Cast  skyward  on  a  sunbeam — life  prefers 

Above  the  dearth  of  nature — if  by  such 
Divinity  of  rage,  all  nature  smiles 

My  welcome  earthward — welcome  thou  such  airs, 
I  waft  thee,  furlongs — ^hail  the  warmth  beguiles 

Thy  soul,  that  now  of  nothing  quite  despairs. 

Lxxm. 
Yet,  thank  me  not  for  rain — build  me  no  shrine, 

For  that  your  life  now  fattens  on  my  blood, 
Tour  soul  a  savage  girds  herself  divine, 

Your  glory  stands  where  else  your  shame  had  stood— 
Go  with  me  to  the  Infinite— and  then, 
•  If  ye  shaU  deem  me  worthy — ^then  adore. 
Ye  have  not  seen  Him— I  but  felt  Him,  when 

He  seized  my  floods,  and  lashed  me  to  the  shore. 
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Te  cbaige  tliifl  smile  to  Heayen— that  frown  to  Hell, 

The  Infinite,  but  witness  of  the  strife— 
As  neither  His—has  He  not  either,  well? 

Is  He  not  death,  ye  do  confess  as  life? 
Tet  when  the  wing  is  plomed  for  loftiest  flight, 

Te  are  so  faint  of' heart,  ye  will  have  rest, 
Cleft,  but  another  cloud— had  all  been  light. 

And  ye  reposing  on  your  Father^s  breast 

LXXV. 

Speak!   hast  thou  any  knowledge  underiyed? 

If  all  deriyed— whence  had?     So  of  thy  gain. 
Hast  thou  an  ounce  that  has  the  moth  suryiyed? 

Hast  thou  a  pleasure  lost,  thou  canst  regain? 
Canst  thou  describe  a  circle  and  within 

Its  bounds,  conceiye  a  uniyerse  so  yast. 
As  God,  by  every  breath  breathes  out  or  in? 

Ood  is  the  whole,  and  God's  is  all  thou  hast. 
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LZXTL 

Gk>— confess  God,  and  bum  thy  scrip  and  pen- 
Accept  of  my  philosophy  for  thine, 

And,  by  one  word  translate  it — so  all  men 
May  know  the  Ocean's  yolume  is  divine: 

And  by  that  word— inscribe  it  on  the  skies, 
And  by  that  word  iUaminate  a  clod, 

By  it,  aU  knowledge  stands  before  thine  eyes — 
And  write  tbat  word,  and  never  blot  it — God. 

Lxxvn. 
I  charge  thee,  stand — thou  hast  an  honr  to  live, 

By  it  to  be  immortal — or  to  die — 
Stand  and  to  courage  no  repentance  give. 

Till  the  last  foe  lies  stretched  before  thine  eya 
They  dare  thine  eye— they  hide  within  thy  breast, 

Perch  on  thy  helm,  as  if  they  led  the  fray, 
All  fatten  on  thy  greed— of  thee  have  rest, 

Pilots  from  Hell  to  thither  lead  the  way. 
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Still  the  Muse  linger&^bid  her  hence,  O  Sea, 

Lest  thro'  the  marvel  of  thy  power  and  grace. 
Fancy  shall  charge  thee  with  Infinity — 

And  omnipotence  on  thy  forehead  trace. 
Thy  piety  reyolts  at  such  a  thought. 

As  with  a  shudder  thou  dost  wildly  shriek^ 
Hence  I   and  forever — ^till  thy  stings  have  caught, 

God— his  last  word,  as  first,  man  will  not  speak. 


LZXIX* 

Shalt  thou,  Atlantic,  slumber  in  thy  bed? 

Shalt  thou.  Pacific,  placid  but  in  name, 
Shalt  thou  return  to  silence,  and  instead 

Of  thy  hoarse  murmur,  rest  thy  future  fame, 
On  the  millennial  glory  of  the  sea? 

Ye  frozen  seas,  that  lock  in  either  pole. 
With  unrelenting  bonds  of  mystery, 

Shall  ye  dissolve  and  yet  reveal  the  whole. 


ocsAir.  215 


N 


Our  curious  science  would  in  vain  explore? 

Then,  what  an  armament  shall  ride  thy  ware, 
What  fleets  with  pennons  streaming  evermore, 

In  softer  airs  than  blow  this  side  the  grave, 
Shall  marshal  for  the  empire  of  all  seas? — 

War  a  lost  art,  or  blest — ^the  age  be  come. 
Waves  her  broad  ensign,  Universal  Peace, 

And  life  reposes  till  the  day  of  doom. 

LXXXI. 

God  shall  compose  his  limbs  and  close  his  eye. 

Smooth  down  his  forehead  gently  with  His  hand, 
Drive  back  the  tempests  to  their  native  sky. 

Draw  close  the  curtains  of  the  solid  land, 
And  give  the  Ocean  rest — ^in  other  times 

Heave  islands  from  his  bosom — or  impress 
His  finger  on  the  Smi — shed  down  new  climes, 

And  scorch  the  Ocean  into  emptiness. 
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Thy  word  commaxids  his  faith  and  man  adores. 

Here  he  may  catch  Thy  whisper  and  descry 
A  shadow  of  Thy  power,  whose  line  explores 

Infinity — and  trayels  on  for  aye, 
Describing  still  a  segment  of  that  sphere 

Of  possible  creation,  hid  with  Thee — 
Within  it — ^all  things  rise  or  disappear — 

Thou  God— Excess,  without— infioily  I 
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AGAMEMNON, 


■4*» 


I. 

Agamemnon,  of  old  story, 
Bound  his  brows  with  ample  glory — 
First  in  virtue — first  in  daiing, 
Less,  himself  than  others,  sparing, 

Who  resembles, 
In  an  age,  from  his  descended. 

That  dissembles. 
And,  for  falsehood,  stands  commended, 
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Agamemnon — pride  of  men  I — 

Is  one  like  him? — ^then  again, 

Man,  to  manhood,  has  ascended. 

n. 
Yet,  speak  truly — ^tell  us,  truly. 
What  was  Agamemnon^s  measure, 
Thou,  O  Muse,  with  unwont  pleasure, 
Singing  him,  mayhap  unduly. — 
Agamemnon,  man  or  fable. 
Was,  for  Homer,  inspiration, 
Was  the  yalor  of  a  nation — 
Greece  might  blanch— yet  he  stood,  stable 
Had  no  fear. 
Had  no  ear 
To  snatch  danger  from  commotion — 
Rose  in  wrath,  as  doth  the  Ocean, 
When  the  tempest  blusters  loudly— 
And  defiant, 
Roared  the  giant — 
Slew  her  foes,  and  triumphed  proudly. 


.AGAMEMNON.    .  221 

ni. 
Prince  of  Argos, — ^islands,  many, 
Were  the  scene  of  his  dominion, 
All  their  law-r-his  broad  opinion, 
Their  defence,  his  nerve,  if  any: 
And  when  Mars  roared  out — ^Attention!— 
Men-at-arms,  of  him  made  mention, 
As  one,  scaling 
Heights,  no  other's  eye  dare  measure. 

And,  preyailing — 
Greece  lost  blood,  but  hailed  her  pleasure. — 
When  her  fleet  had  sunk — by  vision 

Of  the  Augur— he  is  willing — 
Does  not  swerve  from  his  decisions- 
Binds  the  child,  his  heart  most  filling. 


rv. 


Agamemnon,  prince  of  men, . 
Loud  for  thee  the  Muse  is  calling — 
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Art  ihon  quite  her  yoice  forestalling, 
And  replying, 
Cease  thy  crying- 
Agamemnon  liyes  again? 
Fray,  who  art  thon,  Man,  presuming 
On  the  yastness  of  thy  merit, 
Greece,  of  him  to  disinherit, 
Man,  the  most,  the  least  assuming! 

V. 

Ha!— what  folly— 
'Tis  a  Toice,  so  soft  and  tender. 
Of  no  nation^s  bold  defender — 
Of  a  woman,  armed  with  thunder. 
Cleaving,  thrice,  the  slain  asunder:— 
Where  is  courage,  mounting  higher. 
As  the  foe  approaches  nigher? — 
€k)ne— or  fading  fast,  foreyer — 
Linger,  yet  a  moment,  linger! — 
Touch  her,  Man,  but  with  thy  finger. 
Ere  she  flies — returning,  neyer. 


All,  without  her,  is  a  feather, 
Courage,  welds  the  heart  together, 
Courage,  leaps,  as  clangers  thicken. 
Courage,  never  winces,  stricken,  « 

Courage,  neyer  di^s — translated, 
Quite  transfigured,  when  iU-fated — 
Motim  her,  never. 
Cheer  her,  ev«r — 
Breast  of  milk,  for  melancholy  I 

VI, 

Yonder,  coming^moving  slowly. 
As  if  life  were  long  or  dreary. 

Cold  as  Death's  hand— to  the  lowly, 
Stinging  nettles — to  the  weary — 

Who  is  he — so  stem  his  bearing?— 

Whence,  or  wherefore,  has  he  daring. 

Of  our  life  to  make  derision? 

Crying,  I  outstrip  your  vision, 

I,  the  ages  past,  have  numbered. 
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Swept  the  fidd,  their  dead  encumbered, 
Kot  a  BOQ^ 
Beached  her  goal — 
•  I  am  Fame — all  left,  Ambition, 

Give  me  ears — for  mine,  all  ageft— 
I,  of  Agamemnon,  thnnder. 
One  exalt,  and  one  put  under. 

All,  I  pay  "with  iron  wages. — 

Look  ye,  where  I  point  my  finger. 
Shrinking  from  applause,  I  render. 
Stands,  undaunted,  man^s  Defender — 

He  will  stir  not,  while  I  linger. 

From  a  germ,  as  soft  and  mellow, 
As  the  ray,  announcing  morning — 

Springs  a  birth,  without  a  fellow, 
All  has  been  of  yalor,  scorning — 
Life,  without  me,  most  adorning — 

Ask  if  such  be  Agamemnon? — 

E^en  the  lips  of  stolid  Memnon — 

Him,  denied  the  Orient  blessing. 


AGAMEMNON.  225 

Quick  replying, 
Me,  outvying — 
Had  cried,  yea— true  joy,  expressing. 


vn. 

Who   draws  nigh — with  habit  faded, 
Laboring  step,  and  spirit  jaded? 

Is  he  old. 

Craving  gold? 

Learned,  yet  weary  of  his  learning? 

Spumed,  yet  better,  for  such  spuming? 

What  deep  lesson  has  he  treasured. 

Of  the  fray,  his  strength  has  meastred? — 

Speak — ^nay,  silent,  stranger — ^mutter 

Tmth,  no  tongue  is  bold,  to  utter — 

Hast  thou  seen  a  man — conceded 

Of  all  men,  the  Fact  they  needed  ? 

Agamemnon,  of  all  voted? — 

Wherefore? — ^for  a  life,  soon  ended, 
10* 
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Ere,  life  rankled,  most  amended? 
Or,  the  blossom,  ere  froit-bearingy 
Life,  the  gromid  for  death,  preparing^ 

Innocence  of  guile,  denoted? 
No — a  man,  applauding  merit, 
Balancing,  all,  men  inherit 
In  the  scale  with   their  achieying — 
Firmly,  in  the  last,  beUering, 
lightly,  on  the  first,  relying, 
For  a  fame  the  stars  defying. — 

What  a  wonder, 

The  skies  under, 
Nowhere,  is  a  mortal  willing 
T(5  applaud  his  own  instilling 
When  the  fruit  has  grown  inviting, 
At  safe  height,  all  eyes,  delighting — 

If  another, 

Tho'  a  brother, 
Has  made  his,  all,  men  are  craying, 
His— all,  Time  shall  deem  worth  saving? 


JtOAMEMXCK.  227 


vm. 

Still,  another  I 

Shape  BO  charming — ^nninyited, 
Eyes  elect  it — ^and  no  other. 

Smile  and  win  her  smile,  delighted— 
Is  she  beauty, 
Sworn  to  duty? — 
Her  proud  eye  and  gracious  carriage 

Seem  of  one  as  gentle  bom, 
Yet,  to  seek  her  hand,  in  marriage^^ 
Man,  the    meanest,  most  forlorn, 
Had  proToked  no  look  of  scom« — 
What  1 — astonished  ?— r 
Then,  admonished. 
Seek  no  hand,  is  foul  with  murder, 
Fly  a  smile,  as  &lse  as  charining, 
Wed  no  heart,  as  death  is  cruel, 
Hare  no  joy,  for  hell  is  fuel- 
Inly,  lies,  and  serpents  gird  her, 


n 


228  AGAMEMNOK. 

E^en  her  look,  to  peace,  alarming. — 

Fly  her!— fly  her!— fly  her!— fly  her!— 

Sc9m  her,  far— and  slay  her,  nigher — 

Murderess — is  plainly  written 

On  the  charms,  thy  heart  haye  smitten. 

Branded — she  eludes  pursuers — 

Or  enchants  them,  into  "wooers. — 

Like  a  chief,  she  grasps  a  banner, 
Wayes  it  to  the  winds,  and  rallies 
Glouds-^that  darken  hills  and  yalleya— 

Very  thunder,  now,  her  manner, 
And  her  mettle — ^iron,  heated 
To  a  temper— oft  defeated — 
Breaks,  nor  bends— as  courage  rises, 
And  by  strategy,  devises 
Ambuscades,  retreats,  adyances, — 
Hearts,  impaled  on  all  her  lances, 
As  her  banner,  wide  unfurled — 
Runs,  "  My  empire  is  the  world." 
Braggart,  peace  1— thy  foes  are  sleeping, 
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Or,  for  dead,  or  maimed,  are  weeping. 
Patient  I— patient !— wait  a  little — 
Of  thine  empire— not  a  tittle — 
Of  thy  crimes,  not  e^en  their  titles 
Barbing  arrows — ^in  thy  yitals. 

IX. 

Shape,  celestial  as  a  Vision, 

Loyelier  stiQ,  for  fools'  derision — 

Tarry — ^linger — loiter,  only 

For  a  moment — ^life  so  lonely. 

Life,  so  barren  of  true  beauty — 

Thou,  so  loyely,  so  enchanting. 
Love,  for  thee,  were  life-long  duty. 

And  to  pay  it — ^hearts  are  panting— > 

Ah  I   I  cannot,  may  not,  tarry. 

Must — away. 

Must— away. 
Bride  elect — a  King  to  marry — 
Who  am  I?— Scorn  of  the  many, 
Loyed  of  few— if  loyed  of  any — 
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Virtae,  waiting  my  ascension, 
In  a  fninace,  aye,  refining— 
Witness,  oft,  of  my  declension- 
Rise,  by  force  of  God,  divining— 

Wilt  thou  marry, 

If  I  tarry. 
Me,  0  Man,  for  harlots,  sighing? — 

Wilt  thou  do  it?— 

Tho'  I  rue  it, 
I  will  wed  with  thee,  relying 
On  selectest  loTe,  when  dying 

Thou  shalt  late  my  charms  discover- 
And  applaud  me— 
Nor  defiraud  me — 
Of  the  kisses  of  a  lover. — 
What  a  bridal,  ours,  O  Mortal, 
Just  at  the  Celestial  Portal  1 

X. 

Dripping,  with  the  blood  of  Ages, 
From  a  field,  so  long  contested, 
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Centuries  but  mark  its  stages, 
Where  the  combatants,  diyested 

Of  all  raiment — girt  them,  only 
"With  the  subtleties  of  evil — 
Marshalled  by  their  Prince — ^the  devil — 

But  a  handful,  worn  and  lonely, 

Foot  to  foot,  before  them  standing, 

And  a  Child,  their  ranks  commanding. 
Yet,  their  arms,  at  white  heat,  tested.^- 

Seems — the  Giant,  striding  proudly, 

Challenging  his  foemen,  loudly — 

Seems — ^the  Shepherd,  him  defying — 

On  a  ding  and  stone,  relying, 

For  a  triumph,  o'er  the  giant — 
And  the  issue  is  no  wonder. 
Truth— is  lightning  and  not  thunder—- 

Triumphs  most — ^is  least  defiant. — 
Armor,  soiled — 
Foemen— foiled, 

life,  at  arms,  is  worsted,  never, 
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On  the  site  His  Sire  selected, 
Till,  the  last  ascent,  soon  clearing, 
Home,  in  sight — done,  thy  repenting. 

XII. 

Neyer— neyer,  down  the  ages. 

Has  a  corse,  not  human,  floated — 

From  a  land— no  eye  has  noted, 

Erst  a  life,  to  death  deyoted. — 
One  concern  our  life  engages. 
How  to  fly,  when  had,  its  wages— 

So,  O  Heart,  if  thou  art  sated. 
Sated — ^with  the  ebbing,  flowing — 
Of  a  life,  no  life  bestowing — 
.  Is  there  not  a  life,  related 

To  the  life  of  the  All-Knowing, 
Shades  may  enter,  by  stoat  rowing  1 

XIII. 

Dying,  daily,  proves  him,  mortal — 
Who  shall  proTe  thee,  Man,  immortal? 
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Proof? — ^what  proof  in  dream,  or  viBionf 
Plato^s  was  the  age  of  reason — 
Tet,  his  faith  to  proof  was  treason: 
Truth,  to  science,  sheer  derision — 
Emptied  of  his  gods-«-and  rising 
To  a  height,  his  gods  surprising^ 
Titan-like,  he  cloye  asunder 
Joye^and  stood  himself,  for  Thunder: 
Tet,  had  nothing  gained,  as  victor — 
Judging  crime — ^himself,  its  lictor, 
He,  the  proof  adventured,  never, 
Man  is  bom,  to  be,  forever. — 
Wisdom  rent  her  stole,  confounded, 

And  a  voice,  as  of  compassion. 
From  the  groves  of  Eden — sounded, 
Hints,  of  Adam  and  the  Passion — 
80,  aflame  licked  up  the  ages. 
Burned  the  bundles  of  the  sages,— 
Ashes— proof,   not  to  be  scouted, 
Beason,  is  of  reason  doubted. 
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Try  again? — 

Stilly  in  vain — 
Not  the  mentor  of  the  spirit  ' 
Proves  the  soul  must  life  inherit — 
Not  the  mountain,  tho^  eternal, 
Boasts  a  whit  of  life  supernal — 

Is  the  flow'r, 

For  an  hour, 
Breathing  us  its  fragrant  blessing, 

Life,  beyond  its  hour— expressing?- 
Nothing  e^er  to  substance  rises, 
Naught,  forever,  naught  devises. 
For  the  wrestling  of  his  spirit, 
Let  him,  Christ,  thy  life  inherit  I 

XIV. 

Prove  me,  Gk)d,  is  unforbidding — 
God,  the  God,  of  justice,  ridding, 
"Willing,  e'en   to  weakness,  willing. 
And  the  proof  of  it — instilling, 


29d  aoamemhob; 

XflD,  to  wdoome,  irbae  He  dwdkdi, 
And  in  excellence  ezceHeUi^^ 

Where  is  proof  t — 

Held  aloof?^ 
Kflog^  without  xu  or  within  ns — 
Hath  a  charm  to  woo  and  win  na 

To  bcliet— 

Cor  relief 
From  the  Tictor-ship  of  creeds, — 
Base  sabmisdon  to  their  tenns. 
Filching  carcasses  for  worms, 
Faster,  than  their  fkmine  needs — 

Man  must  hear  it. 

Or,  most  fear  it,  ^ 

Is,  a  whisper— if  he  catch  it, 
Kot  his  ear,  his  heart  must  snatch  it- 
It— interpreting  the  letter, 
Leaves  the  race,  or  worse,  or  better. 
So,  if  man  is  bom  immortal. 
Born  to  good,  or  bom  to  evil; 
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Boms  a  saint,  or  roars  a  deyil — 
All  the  proof,  of  God,  O  Mortal 

XV. 

On  a  billow, 
For  a  pillow, 
Castaway  of  Hope,  where  floating? 
Whither  drifting,  nothing  noting? — 
From  the  Ocean  to  the  River? 

Back  I— the  Ocean  is  thy  dwelling. 

Ride  the  Main,  to  mountains  swelling, 

Strength  returns  to  Faith  etcelling, 
Gift  of  God^  most  like  the  Giver — 
Me  I    I  shudder — ^let  me  linger 

In  the  covert  of  the  shore: 
Here  is  calm — O,  let  me  linger, 

Sea-ward,  sailing,  nevermore! — 
Seize  the  helm,  as  Faith  thy  finger 

Arms,  against  the  Ocean's  roar — 
For  thou  canst  not,  mayst  not  linger — 

Ground  is  falsehood  by  the  shore— 
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Sea-ward— 8ea-ward—€Tennore ! — 
Whither,  Hope  has  gone  before. 

XVI. 

Ill  beseeming, 

All  ihy  dreaming — 
Strike,  with  blow  on  blow,  descending, 
Work  begun— but  never  ending — 

Toil,  O  Man, 

God^s  the  plan, 
His,  the  issue — His,  the  daring — 

Quick!  cast  out 

Every  doubt — 
Onward  I — on  ward  I — by  achieving. 

By  a  life,  of  life,  unsparing 
Prove  thee,  Man,  in  God  believing — 
Thy  reward,  from  Him  receiving. 

xvn. 

m 

Ah!   I  know  it, 
All  things  show  it, 
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Prove  it— only  Truth  is  stable, 
Only  God,  to  b«,  is  able- 
Han,  an  incident  of  being, 
Seeing,  by  the  Eye  all-seeing, 
Toiling,  but  as  God  is  needing, 
Going,  wMtber  God  is  leading— 

Who  will  foUow?— 

Ground  is  hollow, 

Where  we  stand — 

Bock^s  at  hand, 
Only  Rock— that's  solid  land. 
^  xvni. 

Who  appears, 

Drowned  in  tears? 

Wherefore  weeping? 

Hearts  are  leaping — 
Long  the  tether  of  their  gladness. 
Fled,  the  memory  of  their  sadness— 

Weep  no  longer — 

Faith  is  stronger 
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Than  the  BinewB  of   thy  sorrow— 
Heayen  is  surer  than  to-moirowt 


No  joy  is  here, 
Bat  joy  secretes  a  tear— 
No  glory— but  a  ray, 
Straggling,  to  find  the  day, 
Nigh  paling  on  its  way. — 
Thoa,  O  lian,  pursuing,  vainly, 

All  the  phantoms  of  all  Ages- 
Drunken,  with  the  dreams  of  sages, 
Bayished,  with  the  lyre— carousing 
With  Bacchantes— or  ascending 
Heaven— the  pass,  no  Cross  defending- 
Or  contempt  of  death  espousing, 
Nowhere,  rest. 
Nowhere,  blest — 
Hast  thou  nerve, 
Truth  to  serve? 
Light  to  challenge,  when  seen  plainly? — 
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Cease  thy  creeping, — 

Scouring  catacombs  of  folly — 
Dust,  ill  sleeping 
On  the  phantasies  of  mortals, — 
Or  on  thefts  from  the  Inmiortals — 

Pluck,  for  mistletoe,  the  holly, 
No  true  essence,  in  a  symbol, 
Ko  true  r^ng,  in  pagan  cymbal — 
Kothing,  but  a  little  Leaven, 
Stands  for  Truth,  this  side  of  Heaven. 

xz. 

L^ve  the  far-off  Ages,  hoary. 

Rime  and  mildew  blur  the  scroll — 

Fades,  as  we  the   text  unroll. 

Bending  '  o'er  to  catch  its  spirit — 

Dust  of  hearts,  all,  hearts  inherit. 

Leader  of  Hosts,  indeed,    • 

Is  still  our  crying  need, 

Our  ranks  are  thin,  forever  dying,  dying, — 

We,  cowards  bawling,  Help !  to  cowards  flying. 
11 


wt 
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'%fm  TV>a  last  keari  a? 

WHt  Hmq  Rona  wiik  sen 
fiball  dij  good,  giaciooi  bait, 

Bunly  borst,  bunt  o*cr  agiin. 
Of  ercfj  woe,  a  part. 
Af  ercfj  joj,  Thoa  art? — 
Ot   do  femaiD,  we  pfaj, 
Hetom  DO  beggar-Hiaj. — 


lIaii-*iiot  of  other  men, 
Not  of  the  doat  we  tread, 
Man,  ruen  from  the  dead. 

Not  flilBchood  o^er  again — 
Ko  mer^ricioufl  grace, 
Deforms  his  comely  face. 

And  Ho  Bhall  clear  the  grotmdf 
Of  all  the  thorny  lies, 
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That  hedge  the  field  around, 

Of  toward  destinies — 
Life  in  Him  throbs  sublime, 
Ignores  the  sloth  of  Time, 
Bends  fleetly  to  the  goal — 
The  stake,  a  Living  8oul. 

xxni. 
Ah  I   half-despairing  Muse, 
To  Him  no  ear  refuse — 
To-day,  a  Prophet,  and  a  Fact,  to-morrow- 
Confess  His  mission,  true, 
Debt,  to  the  ages,  due— 
And,  thou,  so  straitened—of  His  riches  borrow. 
Crown,  thou,  the  radiant  youth. 
Truth— Truth— Immortal  Truth- 
Run— meet  the  Bridegroom— kiss  away  all  sorrow  1 


ALTAE  Ain)  riEESIDE, 
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■^^^- 


Trustingly,  Two, 
Loye  as  they  woo — 

Plight — and  would  wed. 
Either  is  glad, 
Tet,  are  both  sad, 

Blanching — not  red. 


248  ALTAB  AND  FIBESIDE. 

Love,  and  ber  mate, 
Wedding,  not  late, 

At  blushing  mom — 
Late— and  hearts  gray, 
Love,  had  cried— nay. 

Oat  of  sheer  scorn. 

Soft  the  Bride's  eye, 
Yet,  will  a  sigh. 

Oft  fly  her  breast-^ 
Sweet  the  Bride's  smile, 
Yet  the  brief  while, 

Heart  is  unrest. 

Rose,  blush  away  I 
Art,  flutter  gay  I 

Love  droops  her  head- 
Ah!   sea  and  mine, 
Brightlier,  shine  I 

Love's  ray  is  fled. 
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Has  she  a  doubt? 
Who  shall  find  ont^ 

All  her  heart  breathes? 
Wherefore  a  sigh, 
As  a,  soft  tie, 

Round  her  heart  wreathes? 

Must  she  forsake 
All— but  to  take 

One,  during  life) 
Aht  not  so,  Bride, 
AU,  may  abide 

Under  the  Wife. 

Loying,  and  loved, 
Have  ye  both  proved? — 

Then,  smile  a  smile — 
Love,  fold  thy  wings, 
Sweep  the  lute  strings, 

Shell  laugh,  the  while. 


11* 
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BoBB  of  the  East, 
West,  flattered  leaat, 
.  Odorous  sigbB— 
Incense  of  eoand, 
IJpH,  breathing  round, 
Lightif ,  time  flies. 

Now,  plighted  Twam, 
Thd'  the  rast  main 

Swells— fiorgee — roan— 
Peace  I— be  ye,  Htill  I— 
Sail,  as  ye  -vrill. 

Lore  has  atont  oars.. 

Kot,  when  the  Bea 
Swells,  start,  or  fle^~ 

Unquailing  eyesl 
Oars,  quit«  in  rain, 
HoiBt  sail,  amain. 

Steer,  by  the  skies. 
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Now,  eyery  flow'r, 
Blushes  the  hour, 

Waited  for— come — 
Still,  the  Briae's  heart 
Acts  a  strange  part, 

As  her  lip — dumb. 

Maidenly  grace, 
Sits  every  face, 

Near,  to  the  Bride — 
Proud,  as  strength  seemsy 
Manly  grace  beams, 

At  her  Lore's  side. 


Ye,  we  love — ^gone, ' 
Come,  and  look  on. 

Hallow  the  rite — 
Stand,  where  ye  may, 
Near  to  the  day 

Just  out  of  sight. 
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Winds,  do  not  blow, 
Sgli,  soft  and  low, 

Hay  with  hei  hair — 
Jb  your  breatU  sweet  t^ 
Her,  ye  may  greet, 

LoTe — and  not  air. 

Queen  of  the  Uay, 
Look,  and  dare  say, 

Uaniage,  unmeet — 
Your  heart,  I  wot, 
Love,  knowcth  not, 

Bat,  as  a.  cheat. 

Rest,  holy  Calm, 
Bweet  aa  a  paalm, 

Star  wares  to  Star— 
Rest,  where  they  stand. 
Discord,  command 

Far,  Tery  far. 
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Stars  at  our  birtb, 
Smile  on  the  earth, 

Rise,  when  we  die— 
Ah  I   when  we  wed, 
Shall  it  be  said 

No  star  is  by  ? 

So,  as  they  stand, 
Hand,  held  in  hand, 

Vqws,  be  low  said^ 
Ere  a  sweet  kiss, 
Sweetest  of  his. 

Prove  they  be  wed- 
Good  Man — a  prayer 
Now,  that  the  Pair 

Wed-^be  as  one — 
Pray,  for  their  peace. 
Love's  true  increase, 

God's  will  be  done. 


254  ALTAB  AND  FIBESIDE. 

"la  she  not  sweet?"  ] 


• 


Her,  as  they  greet, 

Friend  whispers  friend. 
Almost  a. tear, 
Proves  how  sincere 
Hands,  they  extend. 

Who,  with  her  kiss. 
Antedate  bliss — 

Keep  it  alway:      . 
To  the  lip,  wed. 
Shame,  shall  have  fled 

Thence — far  away. 

Exquisite  joy. 
Birth  of  a  boy. 

Birth  of  a  maid — 
Feasting  and  song. 
All  the  night  long,— 

Or,  till  day  fade. 
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Gloomiest  knoll, 
As  tbe  belb  toll, 

Peace,  to  the  brsTe— 
Dreariest  hoiir, 
As  &e  ekies  lov*r 

Orer  the  grave. 

Holiest  time, 

As  the  belb  chime, 

Two,  be  made  one,^ 
Holiest  kiss 
Printed — I  wis, 

Now,  it  is  done. 

Merriest  peal, 

As  the  Bride  real, 

Smiles,  a  ^oung  wif»^ 
Joy,  to  the  Bride, 
Km.  at  her  aide, 

Joy — loDg  as  life! 
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Balm  from  the  Bonth, 
Courting  ber  month, 

Is  not  her  breath^ 
Soft  as  the  dew, 
As  her  heart,  tme,   * 

Words,  she  low  saith. 

Solemnly,  now, 
Entered  the  tow. 

In  the  True  Book- 
Ever  an  eje, 
Cast  to  the  sky. 

On  the  page,  look. 

True  wedding  ring, 
Veils  everything — 

Hides  all,  bnt  Bhame, 
All,  it  reveals, 
Falsehood  conceals. 

Under  Love's  name. 
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Worn,  thin,  and  old, 
Still  the  pure  gold, 

Proves  itself  pure- 
Aye — keep  it  bright, 
Walk,  by  its  light. 

Footing  most  sure. 

Fearlessly,  Bride, 
Heart  open  wide. 

Let  in  a  guest — 
Safely,  sweet  Bride, 
Him,  safely  hide. 

Shut  out  the  rest. 

Ah  I   rosy  Earth, 
As  at  her  birth. 

Smile  jostle  smile— 
Aye,  during  life, 
Cheer  the  good  wife, 

Each  merry  mile. 


1 


s 
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Sun,  with  bold  ray, 
Challenge  the  day, 

Good  omens  rise  I 
Flowers  of  the  field, 
BenJzon  yieic}. 

Closing  your  eyes  I 

Let  the  coy  breeze. 
Whisper  the  trees, 

'^Love's  found  her  mate^ 
"Merrily,  wed, 
Who  early  wed, 

Yet  wed  too  late," 

Pansy  and  pink. 
Ogle  and  wink, 

Laughing— outright* 
Ere  to  her  feet. 
Yielding  their  sweet — 

Dead,  with  delight. 
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Bird  in  bold  flight, 
Ere  out  of  sight, 

Trill  a  sweet  lay — 
Sw^et  as  the  air, 
Piped  for  the  fair 

Thy  wedding  day. 

Lambs,  frisking,  free, 
Bride,  cry  to  thee, 

"  Honeymoon,  sweet !  "— 
Rills,  as  they  flow, 
Laugh,  loud  and  low, 

Kissing  thy  feet. 

Ah !   butterfly, 
Swimming  the  sky. 

Over  her  head— 
Thy  petit  voice 
Trembles — "  Rejoice  I— 

I,  too,  have  wed." 
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Long,  swelling  train, 
Trudging  amain, 

Down  to  the  graTe— 
Haiti— on  her  smile. 
Simply,  the  whUe, 

Courage  to  crave. 

Doffing  thy  weeds. 
Worn  for  misdeeds, 

Habit,  in  white — 
Life,  wed  anew, 
True,  with  the  True, 

God,  full  in  sight. 

Hark  I— 'tis  the  Moon,— 
"Who  wed  too  soon, 

Bue  it,  too  late — 
Wait,  ere  ye  wed, 
Till  life  has  fled, 

Yet,  lovers,  wait, 
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"Love  is  divine, 
Proves  true  as  mine, 

Beats,  aye,  the  same- 
Earth  and  r  V700, 
All  our  lives,  thro', 

Hearts,  both  aflame." 

Loud,  the  stars  laugh, 
More  nectar  quaff. 

Crying  out—"  Shame  I— 
Dian  is  mad, 
Feigns  to  be  glad, — 

Hopeless,  her  flame." 

Ah  I    Earth  and  Sky, 
Each,  softly  sigh,-^ 

Who  marries  me? 
Who?— join  yoiir  hands — 
Bo,  God  commands. 

One — now,  are  ye. 


s 


XLTAB   A3ID  FIB£SIDE. 

yjho  TTODld  not  Tredf 
Ouly,  the  dead. 

Wed  with  the  skies— 
Wlio  could  do  lew, 
Tliaii  a  bride,  bless, 

EJsaing  her  eyesl 

J07,  all  the  fear — 
llime— not  a  fear, 

Joj  shall  not  laat^ 
Joy,  fho'  BO  fleet, 
Wounded,  is  sweet — 

Long,  flittbg  put 

Menily,  bells, 
Menily,  bells, 

Feal  npon  peal  I 
Yoked— ye  are  free, 

80,  possess,  ye, 
Lore's  common  weal  I 


S 
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Merrily,  feet, 
Merrily,  feet, 

Merrily,  dance  I 
Greeting  and  song, 
Laughter— prolong — 

Fools-— look,  askance! 

Bubble  all  joy, 

Shall  not  destroy. 

Scaling  its  brim  I — 

« 
Mirth,  oTerflow, 

Till  the  stars  show, 

Eyes,  blear,  and  dim  I 

All,  from  her  eyes, 
Catch,  as  it  flies, 

Light — giving  none — 
Some  praise  her  hair. 
Some  the  gems  there — 

All  praise — but  one. 
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**Soft,  as  the  eye, 
First  drew  me  nigh — 
Sweet,  as  her  smile— 
I  wed  her  heart, 
Vast— and  no  art 
Stains  it,  with  gtdle." 

Ah!   binghing  eyes, 
Would  ye  surprise, 

Each  of  the  wed?— 
Venture  a  fear. 
As  ye  draw  near — 

Theirs,  are  all  fled. 

■paithfuUy,  bride, 
Stand  by  his  side. 

Hold  up  thy  shield- 
Poising  thy  spear, 
Dare  the  foe,  near. 

Clearing  the  field. 
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Flushing  with  pride, 
Stand  by  her  side, 
Man,  Kke  a  tow'r— 

* 

Sway  thy  right  arm. 
Strength  has  a  charm. 
Sweet  as  a  flow'r. 

Little,  the  seed. 
Bears  for  life's  need, 

Brimming  supply- 
Love,  but  a  grain. 
Growth  shall  attain, 

Lodged  in  the  sky. 

Young,  blithe,  and  fair,--. 

Love  have  a  care. 

Cease  not,  to  woo. 

Now,  she  is  won. 

Love  has  begun 

Serving  her,  too. 
12 
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Wooing  beginB 
Early— and  wins, 

Holds,  as  it  woo3 — 
Cease,  for  a  day, 
Love,  replies,  nay. 

All,  it  shall  lose. 

Let  not  the  sky, 
Tempests  defy, 

Ever  so  bright — 
Mariners  see 
Signs  thiey  would  flee, 
Clearer  the  light. 

Hal    ye  turn  pale  I— 
Love  cannot  fail, 

Yours,  by  a  vow?— 
Husband  and  wife. 
Aye,  during  life. 

Woo,  e'en  as  now. 


' 
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Ceasing,  to  woo,  ' 

Hearts  wed  anew. 

Wed,  to  their  sliaxne— 
Hearts,  full  in  dglitl 
Altar  fires,  bright! 

Fuel— if  flame ! 


Cherish  the  flower, — 
Not,  in  an  hour, 

Let  its  blush  fade- 
Fairer,  as  time, 
Varies  the  clime 

Be  its  hue,  made, 

Plant  it,  O  Bride, 

Where  hearts  abide — 
Water  it  well. 
.    All,  who  pass  by. 
Breathe  it— and  sigh. 
Pain—not  to  tell. 
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E'en  to  the  tomb, 
Trip,  witli  the  bloom 

Wed  to  thy  cheek- 
Not  a  weak  charm. 
Clasp  of  an  arm, 

Ever  flo  weak. 

Still,  grace  to  boast, 
Qladdens  the  most. 

Swept,  of  one  eye- 
Such,  the  heart  sees. 
All,  but  that  flees— 

Thither,  draws  nigh. 

Bloom,  out  of  sight, 
Mom,  noon,  and  night, 

Bloom,  but  for  one — 
Him — entered  in, 
All,  let  Him  win. 

So,  hast  Thou  won. 


L 
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Is  thy  house  small? 
Love,  fill  it  all 

Bridegroom,  alwayl 
Vast?— then  to  move, 
Must  jostle  love, 

Budding,  to-day. 

Pledged,  in  good  wine, 
Now,  we  resign 

Both,  to  True  Love — 
Hearty,  our  cheer, 
Nothing  our  fear, 

God's  eye,  above  I 

-     ■    •»• ■ 


Bold  stroke  of  oar- 
Clear  of  the  shore. 

Welcome,  the   Seal- 
Bold  stroke  of  oar. 
Danger  is  o'er. 

Seen — cannot  be. 
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Let  tlie  Bea  roar, — 
BuIb  belly  more, 

Hearts  rally,  bold — 
Let  the  sea  roar — 
Tempests  blow  o'er, 

Calms  greet  os,  old. 

Heart,  like  a  vine. 
Bound  a  heart  twine, 

Tom,  by  the  gale — 
Heart,  like  an  oak. 
Parry  tlie  etroke, 

Bow,  do  not  quiuL 

Love-lighted  eyes  1 
Love-frefghted  sighs  I 

True  heart  of  wife  I 
Baptorons  kiss, 
For  thought,  amiss — 

Bane,  of  all  strife  I 
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Deeper,  the  glow, 
Whiter,  the  snow, 

Sweeter  the  smile —  ^ 

Lily  and  .Rose, 
Each,  as  it  blows, 

Terrify  guile  I 

Not  a  lost  field. 
Where  Love  shall  yield, 

Ere  the  first   gun — 
Not  a  true  boast. 
Love  triumphs  most. 

When  she  has  won. 


Glance  of  an  eye. 
Spell  of  a  sigh, 

Victors — alway. 
Ring  out  a  cheer, — 
Not  a  foe  near — 

Lore  closed  the   fray. 
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Hopefully  true, 
Loye  is  her  due, 

Love,  never  less — 
All  his  heart,  hws, 
How  her  breast  stirs, 

Warmed  of  caress  t 


How  her  heart  beats. 
As  her  breast  greets. 

Breast — all  her  own  ! 
How  her  cheeks  glow, 
As  his  words  flow, 

Love,  every  tone! 

Love  is  the  flow, 
Ebb  and  reflow, 

Heart  into  heart — 
Love  stands  for  grief. 
Stands  for  relief, 

Joy,  and  is  smart. 


J 
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All  life  is  love, 
Gathered  above — 

Or  ere  we  go. 
Faults,  we  all  keep, 
nis,  we  all  weep, 

Wrath — we  will  know. 


Love,  take  deep  root, 
Blossom  and  fruit 

Lastj  in  the  sky. 
Love  bear  no  throne, 
Near  to  thine  own, 

Crush  it-ror  die. 

Stars  smile  and  wink,— 

What!— do  ye  think, 

Love's  all  a  cheat?— 

Star,  to  star,  true. 

Guess,  all  we  do  ?— 

Love — and  repeat. 
12* 
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Lore,  is  aot  new, 
Older  than  jou, 

Older  tUott  *e — 
&o,  Taunt  no  moro. 
Till  without  shore, 

Love,  breaks — a  sea. 

Heart,  wed  to  Heart, 
Love  may  depart. 

Ne'er  to  return — 
Heart,  to  charm  Heart, 
Onlf  that  art, 

Stud  J  to  leom. 

Arm  locked  in  arm. 
Charm,  double  charm, 

As  the  day  wanes— 
Loiter  and  stray 
Oft— the  short  way 

tieogtb,  so  much  gains. 


r 
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Beauty — of  trees, 
Health — in  the .  breeze^ 

Trilling — of  birds, 
Catch  as  ye  go — 
Aye,  letting  flow, 

Sweet,  loving  words. 

Look  at  your  child  I — 
Just  as  it  smiled. 

Two  hearts  were  sad. 
Treasure  it  deep. 
When  ye    would  weep, 

Smile — and  be  glad. 

Grapple  life,  strong: 
Man,  to  do  wrong 

Is  to  be  weak — 
Act,  and  then  wait, 
Wait  not  too  late, 

Theirs,  who  oft  seek. 
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What  is  thy  shame? — 
Life,  aye,  the  same, 

Dead-leyel  plain — 
Gird  thee,  with  might, 
Toil  to  its  height. 

Quite  home  again. 

Gather  such  wealth, 
Fit,  for  good  health, 

Warmth,  for   thy  nest^ 
Confident,  bold, 
Earnest, — ^till  old, 

Then,  covet  rest. 

Bravely,  O  Heart, 
Act  the  wise  part, 

Wisdom  is  peace — 
Life,  well  begun. 
Set  of  the  sun, 

Wafts  it— -increase  I 


/ 


f 
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Hearts  are  not  wrung— 
Life  is  still  young, 

Tears— for  thy  nee(J. 
On  the  glad  skies, 
Fasten  thine  eyes. 

Yet,  the  signs  heed. 

Out  of  the  cloud, 
As  from  its  shroud. 

Springs  a  new  birth— 
All,  made  us  sad. 
Now,  makes  us  glad, 

Brimming — our   mirth. 

Conquer  the  sun — 
What  have  we  won, 

Save,  a  caress  ?— - 
,** light!— still  more  light!" 
Now— anon,  "Night, 

Night,  make  it  less." 


\ 


21$  ALTAB  iyj>  FIBBSIDB. 

Bo,  light  and  etiade, 
Vainly  were  maile, 
k  If  not  a  type — 

%  Proof;  that  we  know 

I  Not  how  wc    grow, 

Till  we  are  ripe. 

Will  olives  grow 

Hid  hail  and  snowT^ 

Nay— ncTCr,  there. 
Charming,  sweet  Wife, 
Cherish  the  life 

Born,  to  a  Pair. 

Bonny  Wife,  sweet, 
As  dainty  feet, 

Clamber  thy  knee. 
Have  th;f  heart  pore, 
Babes  Hbell  be  sure, 

Falsehood,  to  flee. 


^^1 

A 
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Art  thou  a  qneen? 
Be  thy  crown  seen, 

Sit  on  thy  throne- 
Rule,  with  a  rod, 
Or  plead  with  God, 

Ruling,  alone. 

Bonny  Wife,  true. 
Duty  pursue — 

Duty — is   life. 
Less  than  the  whole 
Life,  heart,  and  soul, 

God's — is  no  wife. 


In  weather  foul. 
Let  the  skies  howl, 

Bright,  blaze  the  hearth- 
Eind,  winter's  cheer. 
Heaven,  shining  clear, 

There — if  on  earth. 
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If  wedded  lore, 

damors  to  roam — 
Bmiflldiie-^or  flies! — 
Lore,  as  stoniis  risey 

Glad— honies  borne. 

Cheerily,  sing! 
Cheerily,  mug! 

Singing  is  bread* 
Better  than  wine, 
Some  air,  divine — 

Heart,  fnller  fed. 

One  at  thy  side, 
Would  be  a  bride!— 

Wisely  ?— rgoice. 
Blush,  if  her  name. 
Wed  one  of  shame, 

God-ward,  thy  voice. 
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God  loyeth  well — 
Else,  out  of  Hell, 

Nearer  despair. — 
Little,  if  man 
Love  all  he  can. 

Little,  to  spare. 

Cast  away  bread — 
So,  some  haye  fed 

Prodigal  sons — 
If  not  their  own, 
Yet,  shall  be  known 

Whose  famished  ones. 

Ever,  flows  back, 
More  for  their  lack, 
More,  than  hearts  gave— 
.  Uncounted   hoard, 
Safe,  for  them  stored. 
Snatched,  from  the  grave. 
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Uany  a  tree, 

Fair — ye  Bhall  see— 

Plnck  not — nor  eat. 
One,  tbrice  aa  fair, 
Bore  our  dcsxtair, 

Poiaon — for  meat. 

Fruit,  rare  sad  sweet, 
Joy,  aafe  to  greet. 

Eat — anil  embrace^ 
Halt,  every  mile, 
Slumber,  awhile 

Then,  quicken  pace. 

Tours— every  thing. 
Pluck  out  the  sting, 

Weds  it  to  Bin- 
Boon  Bs  your  own 
Let  it  be  known. 

By  fruit  within. 


►^  ^ 
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Not,  our^,  in  vain — 
Pleasure  or  pain, 

Both,  for  life,  meet — 
So,  mix  the  cup. 
Ye  must  drink  up. 

Dregs  shall  be  sweet. 

Bellies  the  saD, 
As  the  boat  frail. 

Rides  the  rough  waves? 
Rent  pennon— flies? 
Strains  the  mast? — skies 

Smile — and  who  saves? 

Danger  is  near, 
Kot  when  we  fear,— 

When  we  are  wise. 
Fear,  as  a  guide, 
Drawn  to  thy  side, 

Danger— despise. 
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All  the  winds,  out — 
Shout,  cheerly  shout, 

Stanch,  the  boat  rides  I 
Tritons  haye  fled, 
One — overhead, 

Neptune,  derides. 

Out  of  sheer  sport, 
Enter  no  port, 

Short  of  True  Rest— 
Nor  wind  nor  tide. 
Faster,  we  ride, 

Calms,  are  so  blest 

By  sail,  or  oar, 
Make  for  the  shore. 

Land,  full  in  sight — 
Land,  ho  !— ^ye  cry — 
Now,  for  the  sky, 

Soul,  make  bold  flight 
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Love,  dreamt  the  rose, 
Soon  as  it  blows. 

Fades  and  quite  dies- 
Yet,  scarce  an  hour, 

« 

Thrice,  the  same  flow'r 
Bloomed,  to  his  eyes. 

Love,  dreamt  a  tear, 
Fell  on  the  bier, 

Never  to  dry — 
In  a  brief  while, 
There,  a  soft  smile. 

Lit— would  not  fly. 

Love,  dreamt  an  eye, 
Flashed — gave  a  sigh 

Then,  all  was  still — 
As  a  soft  light, 
Broke  on  his  sight, 

Woman's— at  will. 
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Ha  I — ha  1 — he  cried, 
I  could  have  died. 

Now  I  would  Uto— 
Ah  1    Bunn;  Wife, 
Thou  hast  a  life, 

One  life,  to  give. 

O  wedded  Love, 
Like  theirs  above, 

NeTer  grow  cold  I 
O  wedded  Love, 
Like  theirs  aboTe, 

Never  grow  old  I 

Woman  utd  Man, 
Much  as  je  can, 

Love,  evermore — 
Woman  and  Man, 
Love's  the  true  plan, 

Love  to  restore. 
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Husband   and  "Wife, 
Conquer  yonr    life, 

By  wedded  might 
Husband  and  Wife, 
Kiss — as  your  strife 

Frowns  to  its  height. 

Bridegroom  and  Bride, 
Now  the  World,  wide 

Spreads,  at  your  door- 
Go  where  ye  will, 
Christ  keep  yon,  still, 

True — ^loving  more. 

Ay— poet,  ay. 

Glad  they  both  cry^ 

Ay— love  is  such — 
Then  as  her  lips, 
Sweet,  the  bee  sips 

Yield  to  his  touch— 


.1 
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List  to  his  song, 
Love  to  grow  strong, 

Closely,  must  cleave — 
How  his  eye  glows  I 
All  his  heart  knows, 

Is,  to  believe  I 

Simply,  grown  wise, 
Beauty  for  eyes — 

Heart  faints  for  heart 
Lo  I    he  begins. 
Every  ear  wins. 

Lovers  second  part. 

O'erflow  the  cup — 
.    m  drink  it  up, 
Drink,  to  the  Bride,  now  a  Wife, 

Good  as  her  vow, 

Love  for  her  now, 
Love,  is  the  life  of  my  life ! 
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Overflow  the  cup — 

111  drink  it  up, 
Drink,  to  the  Wife,  ,once  a  Maid, 

Erst,  fair  and  sweet, 

Woman  complete 
Now— with  a  charm,  shall  not  fade  I 

O'erflow  the  cup — 

* 
ril  drink  it  up. 

Drink,  to  the  Love  of  my  youth, 

Then,  a  sweet  dream — 

Now,  all  I  deem 
Sweet,  is  her  kinship  with  Truth  I 

O'erflow  the  cup- 
Til  drink  it  up. 
Drink,  to  the  Lily  and  Rose, 
Kissed,  when  so  fair. 
Loved,  now  so  rare, 

Love,  breathes  then,  aye,  for  repose! 
13 
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Oft,   fill  the  cup— 

m  drink  it  up, 
Drink,  and  keep  drinking,  for  aye  I 

Life  of  my  life, 

LoTC  for  my  Wife — 
But,  to  forsake  it — I  die! 

_    Faithful  and  True- 
Debt,  ever  due, 

Cheerftil,  I  pay — 
Take,  -while  I  live, 

All,  life  may  give, 
Answer  not— nay. 

Sunk,  in  her  arms, 
Blushing,  her  charms, 

Song— for  sharp  earsK- 
Catch,  at  the  eaves. 
Words,  his  heart  heaves, 

Wife  only — Shears. 
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Night  crowds  the  day, 

Day  crowds  the  night, 
Ah  I    truant,  stay, 

Stay  thy  swift  flight— 

Short,  Love's  delight  I 

Maid,  bride,  and   wife 

Blushing,  in  one, 
Ours,  be  a  life. 

Two  hearts  have  won — 

Life— budding,  done! 

Love  has  not  lips, 

Love  has  not  eyes. 
Still,  nectar  sips, 

Still,  sweeps  the  skies — 

Blind  god's  surprise! 

Love  finds  a  heart,. 

There,  builds  a  nest. 
Envious  dart, 
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Death  holds  in  rest — 
Speeded,  Lite— best! 

Heart,  drink  up  heart, 
Not  a  drop  lost. 

Had  in  no  mart, 
At  a  World's  cost — 
Richest— has  most! 

Take  erery  drop, — 
Poor  me  out  thine 

Drained,  do  not  stop. 
Pour  out  no  wine- 
Joy's  best,  divine! 

Full,  the  Wife's  eye 
Fills— ask  her  why? 
Tears,  the  reply. 

Close,  her  embrace. 
Charming,  her  face. 
Heaven— less  its  grace! 
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Swimming  and  dim, 
Eyes,  full  on  Him, 
Low,  rose  a  hymn. 

E^en  without  ears. 
Love,  ever  hears, 
Love  set  to  tears. 


Hearts,  throb  too  low, 
Lips,  move  too  slow,^ 
Love,  silent,  flow, 

On,  to  thy ''sea  I — 
All  my  heart,  known, 
Half  its  love,  shown, 
Take  it,  My  Own, 

All,  Loye— for  Thee  1 


Floods,  without  shore. 
Seas,  running  o'er. 
Drops,  when  no  more— 
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Morel — Btill  my  plea — 
Drink  it,  I  pray, 
Drink,  nigbt  and  day, 
Drink  life  away — 

All,  Love— for  Thee  I 


Woo  us,  O  Sleep, 

Over  US  creep, 

Let  the  heart  weep. 

Wedded — ^onwed  I 
Sit  on  our  eyes, 
As  the  light  flies, 
Be  our  surprise, 

YisionS)  instead! 


Sweet,  be  our  dreams, 
Till  the  Day  beams, 
And  its  light  seems, 
StU],  the  Bride's  moml- 


-\ 
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8tont,  be  tlie  trast, 
Either  lieart  must 
Cherish,  till  dost 
Re-weds— new-born  i 


ADIEU. 


13* 
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I, 

FLmo  wide  the  door! 
The  feast  is  o'er— 
Why  longer  stay? 
'Tis  breaking  day — 
Kind  host— adieu  I 
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Generous  host. 
Now,  courted  most, 
Well,  dost  thon  fare- 
When  lean — beware, 
That  word«-adieat 


n. 

For  God's  sake— bread  I 
Rest,  for  my  head  I 
Sure,  I  am  one, 
Thon  canst  not  shun — 
If  hearts  beat  true. 


Who  art  thou— friend, 
More  to  depend. 
On  what  is  past, 
Than  what  thou  hast? 
Btrange  man— adieu  I 
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in. 


'* 


What  cheer  within  1 
O  let  me  in! 
Me — a  poor  saint, 
Toil-worn  and  faint, 
Chined,' by  the  dew. 

Why  tarry,  here, 
The  Inn  so  near? 
See  yonder  light- 
There,  pass  the  night-— 
Pilgrim— adieu ! 


IV. 


O  worthy  sire. 
To  Heaven,  aspire— 
Let  thy  sole  heir, 
Yonng,  blithe,  and*  fidr, 
Waft  thee— adidut 
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Wonldst  longer  stayt 
Wherefore? — I  pray — 
Since  there's  no  room, 
This  side  the  tomb, 
For  snch  as  you. 


V. 

Yes — ^yonder,  he. 
Who  rose  by  me — 
Hoyed  by  the  past. 
He — he  will  cast 
A  crown,  or  two. 


In  vain — ^I  look. 
My  gains,  he  took- 
And  in  his  state, 
I  read  my  fate, 
A  hoarse — ^adieu. 


i 
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O  let  me  speak  I 
Not  base — but  weak- 
All,  I  repent — 
Will  ye  relent, « 
And  love  me,  too? 

Who,  folly  trust, 
Shsdl  in  the  dust, 
Find  their  reward — 
Save  us,  good  Lord  I 
Lost  one— adieu  I 


vn. 

Who  Cometh  now, 
With  smile  and  bow? 
May  I  depend 
On  thee — ^thy  friend, 
Long  tried  and  true? 
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Fool  I   that  thon  art,- 
Man  has  no  heart 
To  pay  a  debt, 
He  would  forget- 
When  it  falls  due. 


Yin. 

Shall  I  draw  nigh, 
With  sob  and  sight 
And  tell  him  all, 
My  shame — my  faU, 
And  for  grace  sue? 


Mute — not  a  word — 
And  yet  a  sword, 
Leaps  from  his  eye— 
It  bids  me  fly, 
Or  his  rage,  rue. 


ADIEU.  805 


IX. 


Pitiless  World, 
No  weapon  hurled 
At  thee — shall   miss 
Its  mark — ^thy  kiss, 
Is  treason,  too. 


O.  World — amiss, 
In  quest  of  bliss — 
Still,  slumber  well. 
This  side  of  Hell— 
And  nothing,  roe* 


O  my  poor  Soul, 
When  nigh  the  goal— 
Shalt  thou  be  fed, 
With  stones,  for  "loreadf 
With  serpents,  too? 
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Have  now,  my  Sonl, 
Of  joy — the  whole — 
Yet  hide  a  prayer, 
Against  despair — 
An  alms,  or  two. 

O  my  poor  Heart, 
Is  this  the  part, 
Thy  friends  shall  play 
Thee — some  far  day, 
Or  near— adieu? 

O  iny  poor  Wealth, 
Soon  out  of  health. 
When  not — ^my  feet. 
To  what  retreat 
Shall  friends  pursue? 

Slow-gathered  Wealth — 
Quick  found,  of  stealth- 


X. 
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Hide,  in  the  bread, 
Reyiyes  the  dead. 
Enough,  for  yoiL 

O  my  poor  Pride, 
When  to  thy  side, 
Want  calleth  woe — 
Well  shalt  thou  know, 
All  means— adieu ! 

Swell  hugely.  Pride — 
Past  beggars,  stride, 
Yet  in  the  dust, 
Found  well  thy  trust 
As  Pride  must  do, 

O  my  poor  Life, 
Close  with  the  strife, 
E'en  to  the  end. 
On  Christ,  depend — 
Poor  man — adieu! 
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O  my  faint  Heart, 
Cheerfully  part, 
With  all  thou  hast, 
For  courage — last, 

To  bear  thee  through* 

O  my  true  God, 
Spare  not  the  rod — 
So  I  but  see 
Thy  face — and  be— 
AH  else— adieu  1 


\ 
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THB    SLIGHTED    MIBBOB. 


There  blows  in  every  field 
A  flower  doth  never  yield 
A  perfume, — to  the  eye 
It  seems  to  droop — to  die, 
Yet,  ever,  to  the  ear, 
It  saith — "I  have  no  fear 
Of  dying — none,  before 
The  summer  is  quite  o'er." 
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There  blows  in  eyery  field 
A  flower  doth  eyer  yield 
A  perfume,  passing  sweet, 
And  if  we  lift  our  fe^t 
To  braise  it— we  shall  feel 
A  shiyer  thro'  as  steal — 
Yet,  'tis  a  flower,  to  die 
The  next  wind  whistles  by. 


There  blows  in  every  field 
A  flower  that  seems  to  yield 
Like  perfume  as  the  rose — 
We  court  it  with  the  nose, 
And  sigh— "How  sweet  the  scent  I *• 
We  pluck  it— all  is  spent ! — 
The  winds  blurt  out,  in  glee, 
"That  flower  bloomed  for  the  e'el" 

There  is  in  eyery  nest 
A  birdling — last  to  test 
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Its  wing-in  tender  fear, 
The  motlier  hovers  near—    - 
Shall  Ijear  it  on  her  wing, 
Shall  it  sweet  carols  sing. 
And  when  it,  late,  hath  flown, 
It  tarns  her  heart  to  stone! 
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There  is  in  every  nest 
A  birdling,  least  carest — 
It  shuts  its  eye — its  head 
It  hides,  and  would  be  dead, 
It  climBs  the  nest— its  side 
It  flutters  o'er — and  wide 
Its  wings  outspread — it  flies, 
A  bird  of  paradise  I 


There  is  in  every  fold 

A  lamb  that  fears  the  cold, 

And  sweetly  craves  the  care 

The  stronger  could  not  bear- 
14 
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Beneath  inclement  skiesi 
The  dam  across  it  lies,* 
Yet,  dead,  before  the  mom^ 
A  lost  lamb  bleats^forlorn  I 


There  is  in  eyery  fold 
A  lamb  by  nature  bold, 
The  dam  shall  shake  her  head. 
And  sigh — ^' Would  it  were  deadl" 
It  leaps  the  fold,  by  night, 
It  wanders  on  till  light, 
Laughs— as    a  lion  grown — 
"Hal  ha  I— the  world's  my  ownl" 

There  is  in  every  hall 
A  room  for  Love,  so  small, 
The  mansion  day  by  day, 
Is  falling  to  decay — 
The  swallow  at  the  eaves. 
Her  nest,  in  silence,  leaves. 
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The  poor,  who  shiver,  nigh — 
For  bread,  pay  but  a  sigh  I 


There  is  in  every  hall 
Love  had  perfumed  it  all, 
But  for  some  felon  bee, 
Or  flower,  eye  must  not  see. 
But  for  some  curious  bird. 
That  aired  the  tale  it  heard— 
Or  but  for  hearts  too  weak, 
To  journey,  LoVe,  to  seek! 

There  sails  on  every  sea 

A  ship  of  destiny — 

Who  ride  in  it,  shall  find 

For  land,  left  far  behind. 

An  island,  as  of  gold. 

Whose  hills  no  rivers  hold — 

All  sigh— "  Enough,  indeed. 

Of  wealth— but  wealth,  we  needl" 


r  ^ 
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There  Bails  on  eyery  sea 

A  ship  of  destiny— 

Who  ride  in  it,  shall  hear 

'< Land— ho  I  ^'— from  topmast  clear; 

The  winds  are  rough— the  soil 

Blooms,  grudgingly,  to  toil — 

All  cry— "Is  life  so  sweet?— 

Gold  must  be,  for  our  feetP 

I 

There  is  in  every  heart 
A  Love— from  love,  apart, 
A  child  may  enter  in, 
Liquire — "Is  Love  within?" — 
And  greet  a  Love,  so  small, 
It  does  not  throb  at  all, 
And  starving,  lay  its  head 
Upon  a  rock— stone-dead  I 

Yet,  shall  a  thief  slip  in. 
And  Love,  so  partial,  win 


ii 
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To  clo  each  shrewd  behest; 
He,  as  she  covets  rest,   . 
Her  treasuro-chest  espies, 
And  bending  with  it — flies: 
And  Love,  aroused,  shall  find 
Her  heart — flung  dead,  behind  t 

There  is  in  every  sky 
A  rainbow  for  the  eye. 
As,  bustling  by  each  star, 
A  planet,  mailed  for  war, 
A  silence  we  may  hear, 
If  we  but  give  it  ear. 
As  if  implored  the  Sun, 
'•ITow,  slay  me— I  have  won  I" 


SNOW,    AT    cnmsTMAs. 

I  am  looking  at  the  storm. 
Looking  from  my  cottage,  warm 


I 
\ 


I. 
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With  the  entrails  of  the  earth, 
Glowing,  like  the  cup  of  mirth, 
I  am  filling 
And  refilling, 
On  the  Gala-Day  of  Time— 
Scarce  in  keeping  with  the  chime 

From  the  belfry  oyer  there; 
ninting  to  the  barely  good 
Something  lightly  understood, 

^'Lol  a  Son  a  Virgin  baref* 


It  is  snowing — snowing  fast— 
And  the  rich  are  riding  past, 
Half  their  pleasure,  case  to  show — 
And  the  poor  are  trudging  slow. 
As  the  poor  must  ever  do, 
Alms  of  passers-by  to  sue; 
All  the  trees  their  tops  are  lading. 
And  a  wealth,  like  ours,  parading, 
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Not  worth  cost, 
So  soon  lost — 
On  yon  hill  the  kino  are  lowing, 
With  their  noses  to  the  ground, 

For  the  wind  is  keenly  blowing, 
And  they  have  no  shelter  found — 
Ah  I  the  farmer's  heart  is  melting 
With  compassion  for  his  herd, 
And  with  no  complaining  word, 
Tho'  the  storm  his  face  is  pelting, 
^     He  is  trying, 
By  loud  crying. 
Ere  he  reaches  quite  the  hill. 
To  entice  the  herd  to  follow 
To  a  covert  in  the  hollow — 

Ha!  the  kine  obey  his  will, 
Have  a  shelter  from  the  storm, 
And  the  farmer's  heart — is  warm  I 

How  many  sheep  are  there? 


L. 


t 
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■ 

I  have  counted  forty  now, 
And  full  forty  more,  I  know, 
I  might  tell  but  for  the  snow, 
And  they  haye  no  shepherd^s  care — 
And  the  wether  with  his  bell 
Is  not  there,'  by  leap  and  bound, 
To  lead  on — till  all  haye  found 
A  shelter  from  the  cold— 

« 

And  no  sheep  is  there,  so  bold, 
As  a  blatant  note  to  swell 
Of  command — 
So  they  stand, 

And  will  shiyer  all  the  day, 

And  will  bleat  their  liyes  away. 

Yet,  the  fold  is  yery  near, 

They  the  shepherd's  yoice  might  hear. — 
He  can  bear  the  sight  no  longer, 

Is  fast  flying  to  the  field, 

And  the  flock  reluctant  yield, 
As  the  weak  do  to  the  stronger, — 


^ 
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All,  now,  folde;i,  gaze  in  wonder, 
As  if  saying — "'Tis  no  blunder, 
Nature  fleeced  us  against  cold!" 

Faster — faster,  snow  is  falling, 

Mate  to  mate  is  sweetly  calling, 
From  safe  covert  in  the  firs, 
As  the  wind  each  tree-top  stirs — 

Tho^  the  storm  is  not  appalling 
To  the  patriotic  bird. 
Who  has  sought  no  vernal  clime 

Ere  Jhe  braggart  winds  are  heard— 
His  heart,  summer,  all  the  time. 

You  may  think  him  poor  indeed. 

Yet  he  has  but  little  need 

Of  such  alms  we  cast  the  poor, 

Crouching  daily  past  our  door.— 
I  will  now  the  casement  open, 

And  make  proffer  of  my  com — 

Hal  he  looks  a  look  of  scorn, 
14* 
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Hk  beart  is  atimgy  not  broiceo, 
As  bis  curt  reproadies  nci — 
'^I  bare  riches^  jet  birre  none, 
I  am  clad  in  zaimcnt  fine, 
And  sit  down  witb  God  to  dine — 

Man  is  ctM^ 

Witbmnch  gold — 

lingen  jet, 

Bj  much  sweat, 
Witb  bis  garments  all  motb-eaten. 
For  tbe  Deril,  bim,  bas  beaten  I** 

Ab!  tbe  dgfaing — unto  dying, 
Of  tbe  poor  In  but  and  garret, 
If  we  beard  it — oonld  we  bear  it, 
On  our  cottobes,  softly  lying? — 
It  is  better  to  be  deaf 
Than  bare  ears  forever  open, 
To  eacb  woe  and  want  ont-spoken. 
For,  so  multiform  is  grief, 
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« 

But  to  bear  it  half  relief, 

« 

We  must  fly  our  dead  and  dying — 
Yet,  a  tytliing  of  our  treasure, 
Would  not  overflow  the  measure 
Of  our  alms,  at  holy  time — 
Ah  I  such  almsy 
More  than  psalms, 
Add  a  melody  sublime, 
To  the  meaning  of  the  chime, 
From  the  belfry  over  there; 
"Lol  a  Son  a  Virgin  bare!" 


I  am  peering  in  the  faces 
Of  the  children  as  they  pass. 
And  each  rosy  lad  and  lass, 

In  the  snow  some  symbol  traces, 
For  their  hearts  are  over-glad — 
And  their  faces  are  not  sad, 
That  the  smnmer  is  no  more, 


^.^arm^ 


Br 


The  Storm  is  cot  mhaling, 
Kow  the  Sun  is  gvnog  down. 
And  the  hoiues  of  jon  Town 

Olden  Art  aie  qmte  fonwikiiig 
For  %  norel  dome  and  frieze 

As  for  oohmms  and  pihtttexs 
Xerer  known  to  Art  in  peace, 

Kerer  lost  in  scch  disasters 
As  the  Mnse  has  made  nndying. 
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To  excite  our  endless  sighing. 

I  am  scarcely  able,  now, 
To  distinguish  house  or  street — 
For  the  storm  has  cast  a  sheet 

Whiter  than  a  virgin's  brow, 
Farther  than  the  eye  can  see — 
Like  the  robe  of  Charity, 

Folding  all  the  earth  therein — 
Since,  the  evil  and  the  just 
Are  so  near  alike — we  must 

Seek  for  both  her  robe  within  t 


BEAUTY. 

So .  wonderftQ  is  beauty, 
Furtive  glances  at  it  take, 
For  the  heart  is  sure  to  break 
If  its  conquest  be  not  ours— 
And  so  crafty  is  the  heart, 
It  invokes  the  aid  of  art, 


Amd  nib  it  croy 
Bnt  to  gaiiiad  it  witk 


I    bxTB   9601    it      to    hxTt 

And  tho*  kMt  to  gmnA  liglit. 
We  iball  diciB  of  it,  bj  ni^it^ 

And  we  quite  ponm  it  Ihm — 
The  draun  is  sig^  nqpesded: 
Wben  m^Et  her  firoe  Ins  ended. 
We  duOl  nse,  to  sdH  pame 

Tbe  sweel  fagitiTe  agen. 

It  is  gone!    We  look  in  Tun, 
It  18  nowhere  to  be  seen — 
And  we  ill  but  vent  our  spleen 
On  some  aster— not  less  rare— 
So,  we  seek,  and  sigh  and  sigh, 
Tbo*  from  beauty  pleading  nijgfa, 
We  shall  go — ^to  come  again — 
As  if  bat  one  flower  were  fair! 


i 


/ 
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MT    qUEST 


Hal  dainty  Rose,  art  thou  blushing  for  me, 
And  for  me  is  thy  smile  so  sweet  ? — 

The  Rose  turned  pale  and  was  wroth,  I  could  see. 
So  I  crushed  it  imder  my  feet. 

A  Thistle,  that  stood,  as  guarding  the  Rose, 

And  arined,  like  a  knight,  cap-a-pie, 
Drew  to  his  height,  and  cried  out — "We  are  foes  I— 

You  wounded  the  weak — and  so  me." 

I  turned  to  a  Violet,  next,  to  see 
If  near  it  a  grenadier  stood — 

» 

And  asked,  seeing  naught  by  its  side,  to  flee««» 
"Is  the  Violet  not  as  good? 

"Is  the  Viotet  not  as  weak,  I  pray — 
.    And  yet  who  defends  it  from  harm?'^ — 
Ah!  a  Tenomoua  snake  beside  it  lay. 
So  the  Violet  felt  no  alarm. 


•i*3n*  — ir  XT^   *'»rnci   i  ».  ^' 

X  U.^   w^Atcr:!  ne.   sew    s   sniK 

t  ^^tm  toti  vjiAx — aa'  317  la  ci-h.«  < 
X«  I  fBuri^  tie  B«  JG  a?  feo. 

I  «EU  V,  n.7  KLjLe»— aenccL  u  117  b 
Axd  V3  fcr  a«  Ab3»  cf  d^fcif. 

I,  otrvs,  Ltd  Ic^.-ved  tx  oat,  to  tax 
AsA  (itt  BK,  a  ana,  ob  bj  fcct. 

)(«t,  li>  a  Wiyid  I  betook  me,  in  »>«*■ 
A/h1  Mt  <m  the  tntnk  of  a  tree; 

rMflim,  fkraying,  and  going  to  waste, 
"H"  irtiqjow!  itiviTes  but  for  me!" 


^ 


/" 


i 
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Ah  I  indeed " — said  a  little  Flower  peering 
This  way  and  that  to  greet  the  Sun — 
Amorous,  long  for  his  brisk  appearing, 
*'AhI  its  purpose,  you  deem,  is  done? 


"Hither  your  eyes  1— see,  how  I  am  growing 
Out  of  a  heart  that  once  was  true — 

See,  with,  its  dust  my  petals  are  glowing. 
Death  of  the  oak  tree,  cease  to  rue. 


"His  trunk  is  my  shield,  when  the  winds  do  blow 

Cometh  a  spoiler  here  like  you. 
It  were  best  for  him  ere  he  stoops  too  low, 

To  know  how  well  I'm  guarded  too." 


I  stoopt,  and  beheld  a  flashing  of  eyes. 
And  a  hissing  of  tongues  I  heard — 

And  I  deemed  it  prudent  for  me  to  rise, 
And  rose — ^not  replying  a  word. 


•    I  Acczis,  ii  »  Tiawr 

I  mx^H  H  keg    gd  die  tnea  joa 
I  aa  craotcf  tbe  fieM! 


XAXCT    VHITK. 


Kobody  ^oks  of  Xaacj  Tlliite, 

Who  IiTM  bdow  tbe  lull— 
And  lev,  who  daflj  pass  her  br. 

Inquire  if  well  or  ffl. 

Poor  Kancj'ft  jean  bare  been  at  strife, 

With  porerty  and  soom. 
And  jet  ahe  keeps  good  beart  and  saysi 

^Vm  glad  that  I  was  boni." 

She  gathers  sticks  to  light  her  fiie, 

Bat  ncyer  begs  for  bread^ 
And  all  her  neighbors  deem  it  strange 

She  prays  not — ^to  be  dead. 


l;^ 


OASDEN   OF  WEEDS.  831 

Yet,  Nancy  deems  it  well  to  live, 

To  quite  live  out  her  time — 
Glie  is  a  saint — if  one  there  be, 

And  such  is  all  her  crime. 


Poor  Nancy  verily  loved  once 

And  never  loved  again — 
Now,  every  heart  must  love,  or  die, 

To  love,  is  therefore — gain. 


•       Ho  whom  she  loved  returned  her  love, 
As  true  love  only  can; 
She  but  a  maid  and  he  a  lad, 
Who  loved  her  when  a  nian. 


One  eve,  the  woman  and  the  man 
Stood  silent  'neath  the  moon, 

And  each,  the  other^s  heart  divined, 
Must  wed,  or  riie  it  soon. 


ar.i 


Zii  a«r  ^»I  iizJuer  «  V*  and 


Ii  like  a  crxc 


Bjt  E«rrer  ftcp«  to 


Ah!  ccrer  broke  thjt  veddz^  dar. 

Or  if  it  did — the  soa 
ffltone  an  one,  dead,  acd  wore  a  toI 

Before  the  liriiig  one. 


£*en  to  this  day  poor  Xancy  nji 
The  son  looks  sad  and  dim. 

Indeed,  it  seems  to  me,  to  shine 
Bat  on  the  grare  of  him. 


V' 


i 
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"Ah I  Nancy,  say,  art  tliou  so  -wise 

As  that  one  who  shall  wed, 
Or  once  or  twice  or  thrice  a  year,  ' 

And  boast  seven  husbands — dead? 


"Now,  Nancy,  if  you  broke  your  heart, 

To  find  it  left  alone — 
Now  did  you  ever  make  it  whole, 

By  turning  it  to  stone? — 


"If  you  had  given  grief  escape, 

And  joy  a  welcome  in,_ 
Your  name  had  not  been  White,  to-day, 

Nor  your  heart  void  within. 


"I  grant  'tis  better  thus  to  love, 

Than  not  to  love  at  all, 
And  yet,  for  life,  the  dead  do  cast 

A  shadow  far  too  small." 
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nerc,  Kancy  frowned  on  mo  and  said: 

"  Ah  I  Youth,  thy  heart  U  gaUe, 
LoTo  that  wo  bury  in  the  grave 
*  Of  him  we  love — ia  vile. 

"I,  daily,  walk  the  ground  he  trod, 
And  eing  the  songs  we  sung, 

And,  so,  I  daily  wed  with  him, 
And,  still,  my  heart  is  young." 

''Ah,  Nancy,  prove  the  adage  true, 
That  true  love  never  dies — 

But,  I  prefer  to  love  again, 
As  fools  do  and  the  wisel** 


ARI8TIDB8. 

You  did  not  know  Aristides — 
A  man  I  somewhat  knew, — 

And  ever  since  that  man^s  decease 
There  have  been  like  him,  few. 
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It  seems,  tliat  if  a  man  be  just, 

'Tis  hard  for  him  to  live — 
So  few  are  wont  a  fool  to  trust, 

He  lives  a  fugitive. 


A  shell  is  ever  in  each  hand, 
Whereon  to  write  his  name, 

And  as  he  fli^s  from  land  to  land, 
He  ne^er  outruns  his  fame. 


Still,  he  keeps  flying,  flying,  on, 
And  feels  quite  happy,  too, 

Now  bears  a  curse,  a  ^neer,  anon, 
But  shall  not  pity  sue. 


Sometimes,  I  met  him  on  Exchange, 
And  sometimes  on  the  street; 

Few — for  his  air  was  sad  and  strange, 
E'er  sought  the  man,  to  greet. 
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He  might  hare  gained  a  thouaxid  pounds^ 
And  yet  he  gained  but  ten —  ^ 

And  why  he  did  not|  erer  aonndt 
Stnuage,  in  the  can  of  men. 


The  law  commanded  him — io  take, 
Hia  woman's  heart  said — "No; 

A  camel's  hack  that  gold  win  break. 
If  yon  shall  snatch  it,  so.** 


And  then  Aiisiides  forbore — 

And  yon  shall  hear  the  rest — 
**A  thousand  pounds'' — ^he  cries — "or  moie, 

I  hoard  within  my  breast" 


He  might  have  won  a  maiden's  heart, 
And  wed  a  broad  domain, 

And  yet,  he  played  his  wonted  part. 
And  let  the  prize  remain  I 
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Wliat  part? — ^for  surely,  lie  were  mad, 

And  ranks  the  fool  below, 
TVlio  when  a  prize  like  that  he  had. 

For  reasons — let  it  go. 


Hal  he  confest  the  truth  to  me — 
"He  did  not  love,  the  maid  I"— 

Certes,  no  other  man  than  he 
That  comedy  had  play'd. 


To  cheat,  in  sooth,  he  once  forbore, 
When  justice-  for  it  stood — 

No  law  compelled  him  to  restore. 
Yet  he,  for  conscience,  would  I 


He  might  have  held  the  reins  of  power, 

And  swayed  a  wealthy  land. 

And  yet  he  did  not  crave  an  hour 

That '  proflfer  to  withstand. 
15 
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One  day,  he  whispered  in  mj  ear, — 
^l  think  the  world  is  wrong. 

In  that  it  sets  the  rich  man  clear, 
And  cowers  to  the  strong." 


''Hast  thou  been  sleeping,  num,  I  pray?*^- 

Most  apt,  in  my  reply — 
"The  world  more  wise  than  yesterday, 

Now,  need  not  blush — to  lie! 


"Truth  is  potential  folly,  now. 

And  Charity  is  not — 
If  shame  remain,  to  stain  a  brow, 

Its  name  I  have  forgot." 


Ah  I  what  an  addle-brain  was  he. 
Thus,  carping  at  the  world; 

O  sweet,  rich  world— thy  smile  for  me- 
Thy  scorn  at  him  he  hurVd ! 
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And  yet,  Aristides,  I  must 
Avow  tlierc  may  be  pride, 

In  vamiting,  truly — "I  am  just, 
And  no  man,  just,  beside!" 


If  many  like  thyself,  were  found, 

And  but  a  few  like  me. 
Mayhap,  our  justice,  now,  so  sound, 

Were  voted— felony  I 


BIHDS     OF     PASSAQB. 

"  Ho  1    for  a  clime,  ^ 

nol   for  a  clime, 
Where  the  heart,  hot,  with  the  pulses  of  Springj 
Amorous  weds  I— 

Fathers  and  brothers, 

Bisters  and  mothers, 
Sons,  who  are  stouter  of  heart,  than  of  wing, 


o> 
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Fly  I— tbither  flyl 
Quick  1— ere  the  sky 
Y  tprinklet  its  frost 


Here,  the  twaUow  and  wren, 
▲nd  the  lobin  and  lark, 
Sang  out— *' Hark  I  brothers— hark  I 
Birds  of  passage,— reminded,  again." 
But  a  bird. 
That  had  heard 
All  was  said, 
Sang  out — "Here, 
I  will  stay,  all  the  year, 
All  the  merry,  round  year, 
And  not  wed.'* 


Now,  a  tempest  of  wrath. 
Thro'  the  forest  swept  past, 
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Peathers  littered  its  path — 
Bloody  eyes  on  the  culprit  were  cast, 
And  the  hearts  of  all  lovers  were  wrung. 
Sang  a  muscular  bird,  sailing  past, 

"Til  defend  him  from  wrath. 

For  his  plea  merit  hath'' — 
Ho  alighted  and  frowns  on  them  cast. 

All,  in  awe  of  him,  stood, 

Dare  not  speak — ^if  they  would. 
And  the  pride  of  the  council  was  stung 

As  he  stretched  to  his  height, 

ne  seemed  little  the  knight, 
As  no  damsel  could  catch  his  quick  eye — 

Yet,  had,  certes,  a  heart. 

Unless  it  be  art 
Forces  up  from  its  depths  a  soft  sigh— 

His  look  was  seyere, 

Tho'  he  dropt  a  round  tear, 
And,  in  spite  of  their  fears,  they  all  laughed^ 

So  the  muscular  bird, 
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As  tho  laughter  ho  heard, 
To  Ms  bride,  by  the  South — ^nectar  qnaficd — 

"Hal   hal"— he  cried, 
"Let  the  cock  would  Bot  wed, 
nare  her  cruse  on  his  head, 

Who,  for  love  for  her  younglings— had  died  I " 


Then  the  poor  silly  bird. 

Bang  out — "I  would  be  heard — 

I  repent  of  my  oath  very  fast. 

As  I  look  at  myself  and  at  him  has  sung  last, 

T^cre  is  hope  for  me,  yet — 

And  I  fain  would  forget, 
I  am  ugly  and  old, 
"With  a  bosom,  so  cold — 

So,  a  mate,  by  the  South,  I  will  get." 


Kext,  a  twitter  all  gave, 

As  their  wings  they  did  ware, 
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And  the  council  applauded,  and  sung, 
"We  will  all  of  us  wed, 
In  the  soft  sunny  land, 

Where  the  Sun  has  just  fled 
With  the  Spring  in  his  hand" — 
And  the  forest  with  melody  rung. 

Now,  a  sweet  little  dove. 
That  was  dying  for  love, 
Sang  a  strain,  on  this    wise— 
"I  have  begged  of  the  skies. 
If  the  winter  is  near? 
And  they  say — It  is  here, 
To  the  sunny  land  fly. 
With  thy  lover— or  die." 

Not  a  bird  could  withstand     ' 

Such  a  gentle  appeal — 
For  e'en  birds  understand. 

Love  is  all  of  life's  weal. 


^-r 
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Scarce  a  moment  waa  lost, 
Ere  a  signal  was  giyen. 
And  wide  thionghout  heaTen, 
As  clouds  by  the  tempest  are  toflt| 
Mnltitndinons  life, 

Bwept  away  on  the  wing, 
To  a  clime  nearer  Spring, 
Where  each  gallant  might  wed  a  sweet  wife. 


UITDBB    THE    MOON. 

The  Sun  was  set, 
The  grass  was  wet, 
When  we  two  met — 
To  meet,  no  more. 

We  did  not  kiss, 
The  cause  I  wis. 
Was  simply  this — 
Our  lips  were  sore! 


1 
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We  did  not  sigh, 
To  wrath,  too  nigh, 
Our  eyes  were  dry, 
Had  best  run  o'er. 


80  near  we  came, 
TVe  blushed  a  shame, 
We  would  not  name 
To  love  restore. 


"  False ! " — all,  was  said, 
Two  hearts  fell  dead, 
Shall  never  wed, 
For  evermore  I 


All,  I  shall  say, 

He  finds  to-day, 

As  yesterday. 

Who  loves— no  more ! 
15* 
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DETIL  —  OUT-DEVILED. 

The  mad  Atlantic  cliafes  his  ddes 
Against  the  frightened  shore — 

One  devil  in  the  tempest  rides, 
And  on  the  coast  arc  more. 


If  hopeful  lives  go  down— or  few, 

Or  many— it  is  well: 
What  treasure  they  may  leave,  is  due 

To  creditors  of  helL 


Cold  corses  litter  coast  and  reef, 
No  masses  haunt  the  dead — 

The  wrecker's  creed  is  thrice  as  brief 
As  prayers  the  drowning  said. 
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A  bride,  her  lip  yet  scarcely  dry, 

Tost  rudely  by  tlie  sea — 
•lies  in  the  bridegroom's  arms — to  die — 

Stone-dead— both  he  and  she  I 


I  wonder  if  a  wrecker's  heart, 
Without  a  touch  of  pain, 

Can  tear  this  man  and  wife  apart, 
To  rifle  both,  for  gain? 


I  wonder,  if  when  he  has  found 

Or  gold    or  precious  stone, 
He  does  not  thrice  turn  round  and  round, 

For  fear,  he  is  alone? 


**Hol  brothers,  we  had.  long  time  pray'd, 

The  devil,  to  be  kind,     - 
And.  never  has  that  priuce  betray'd 

The  liege-man  to  his  mind. 


848  OABDBN  OF  WXED& 

"Now,  let  U8  drink  the  Deyil's  health, 
And  raise  a  rousing  cheer, 

For  when  his  eyes  run  o*er  our  wealth, 
Hell  die— he  was  not  here." 


When  shall  the  Devil  die? — So  long, 

He  has  been  lying  ill, — 
I  fear  he  waxes  yet  more  strong. 

And  borrows  life,  at  will. 


rm  sure  he  does  not  frighten  Ood, 

But  skulks  an  underling. 
Erst,  snatched  a  splinter  of  His  rod, 

And,  now,  afifects  the  king. 


Ah  t  if  the  Devil  had  his  way. 

In  all  things,  or  in  some, 
We  must  close  eye  him,  when  we  pray. 

And  if  he  scowl— be  dumb! 
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And  yet  the  Devil  has  a  heart, 

To  boast  a  royal  throb-r 
And  with  it  if  he  e^er  shall  part, 

He  must  the  Devil  rob. 

Tor  when  the  wrecker  does  his  deed 

Of  shame— the  Devil  cries, 
**  No— not  my  son — nay,  nay,  indeed  I  "— 

And  from  the  bastard— flies. 


A    NOVEL     EXFEBIMBK.T* 

If  thou  art  great  enough, 
Then,  let  thy  candle  glow 

With  steady  light,  until 
Sunk,  in  its    socket,  low. 

But,  if  thou  dreamest,  oft. 
To  make  it  clearer  seem, 

Thy  wisdom  is  not  felt — 
Fll  realize  thy  dremn. 
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First,  master  all  thy  wits. 
To  air  thy  fand  of  lore, 

A^  one,  resume  ihy  seat, 
Who  could — ^but  will,  no  more. 


And  when  applause  subsides, 
And  all  the  gaping  crowd, 

Eye  thee,  as  half  a  god, 
Affect  not— to  be  proud. 


But,  crouching  at  thy  side, 
Have,  thou,  a  petted  cur, 

And  bid  him  bark  as  loud 
As  a.  Prime  Minister ! 


Or,  if  thou  hast  no  dog, 
Thou,  certes,  hast  a  fool,- 

And  nothing  is  so  fit 
For  builders— as  a  tool  I 


1 


GABDEN   OF  WEEDS.  851 

Ahl    surely,  he  was  bom, 

Thy  candle,  man,  to  trim — 
And  whUe  he  blares— its  light 

Shall  never  flicker — dim  I 

Bat,  him,  thou  most  beware, 

No  fool — past  envious  doubt — 
Who  challenged— yet,  may  rise, 

And  snuflf  thy  candle— out  I 


CUPID, 

Love,  in  a  fit 
Of  anger — writ, 
"Who  love,  shall  sigh 
For  love— and  die." 

Ere  dried  the  page, 
Relenting  rage 
Tore  it— and  then. 
He  dropt  the  pen— 
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Andy  Bigliing,  said, 
**A]1  hearts  should  wed, 
So,  wed,  who  may, 
ni  say  not— nay." 


LoTe  broke  his  bow, 
Yet,  lives  to  know, 
His  arrows  fly — 
Wing'd  of  the  sky. 


Love,  in  a  fray, 
One  gala-day, 
Lost  either  eye, 
And  begged — to  die. 


But,  after  grief, 
He  found  relief 
In  this— "For  spite. 
Hence— ril  do  right  I** 
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Loye  spread  a  soare, 
Then  cried — "  Beware  I " 
Loth,  to  compel 
Hearts,  to  rebcL 


So,  now,  he  stands, 
Extends  his  hands, 
And  him,  wo  giyo 
Our  hearts — ^to  live  I 


Love,  scourged  in  war, 
Waged  with,  a  star, 
Bums— to  repeat, 
Uis  daring  feat. 


Assuming,  well, 
That,  when  he  fell, 
Nigh  piercdd  thro', 
Life  flowered,  anew. 
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Love,  oft,  feels  sad,  ] 
80  few  are  glad — 
Cries  gaily— **  Quaff    ' 
My  wine — and  laugh  I" 


60  then  we  quaff 
nis  wine,  and  langh — 
"VTlicn,  "MoreI"^we  cry, 
The  cup  is  dry. 


Love,  in  distress, 
To  make  it,  less, 
Leapt  in  the  sea, 
Himself  to  flee. 


Doon,  swept  ashore, 
no  seeks,  no  more. 
To  die — but  hides 
Pain,  ho  derides. 


> 


GARDEN  OF  %VEEDS.  355 

"My  dear-bought  wit, 
Take  it— take  it  I 
Cry,  on  the  shore 
Life,  life— stiU  morel" 


Lore  cried,  one  day — 
"Now,  who  dare  say, 
False  bans  are  sold 
By  me— for  gold?" 


Just  then,  a  wight. 
In  piteous  plight. 
Eyed  him  and  said, 
"Would,  I  were  dead! 


Love,  falling  ill, 
Riesolved  to  fill 
His  heart  with  lust, 
Or  die,  he  must. 


That  fotal  deed, 
Revealed  his  seed, 
Sick,  now,  be  cries, 
"Lore  me"— or  dies. 

Lore  kndt  to  pny 
Hi>  nns  away— 
Tet,  u  he  pray'd, 
Espied  &  maid— 

And,  straight,  Toqcot 
If  Ein  or  not— 
Bose,  kissed  her  cheek,— 
Love  is  so    weak  I 

Lore  lu8  a    breaat. 
Whereon,  to  rest 
The  head— and  die 
With  ecstacy. 
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To  melt  or  freeze, 
With  equal  ease, 
Is  Loye^s  true  boasts 
Yet,  freezing,  most! 


A  king— ru  try 
True  Loye  to  buy 
To  her,  my  crown 
ru,  straight,  cost  dovnu 


Ah  I    sweetly  said, 
True  Loye— "I'll  wed 
Thy  royal  heart. 
From  this — apart" 


Who'U  sit  my  throne, 
May  rule  alone. 
And  ru  be  her. 
Prime  Minister! 
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With  scarce  a  groat, 
No  weddiDg  coat, 
I  found  ber  side, 
My  "waiting  bride — 


With  kisses  three, 
She  welcomed  me— 
Whispered — "  How  sweety 
From  head  to  feetl" 


With  so  much  gain, 
Poor  ril  remain — 
For  Love  is  snrc, 
Most  .rich— most  poor ! 


By  fits  and  starts, 
Loye  plays  with  hearty 
A  trick,  as  old 

4 

As  current  gold- 
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Love  is  a  "wit, 
Makes  boast  of  it — 
And  from  his  lip 
Slirewd  falsehoods  slip. 


Love  broke  his  lute, 
Sat,  musings — ^mute — 
Then,  gave  a  sigh, 
And  Heaven  drew  nigh. 


Such  a  sweet  strain 
Arose  amain. 
That  Love  confest 
His  loss  was  best. 


Such  a  sweet  tone, 
The  heart  alone 
Gave  forth — ^he  sought 
The  Heaven  he  ought— 
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And  there  remaixiB, 
And,  aye,  attainsi 
Diyiner  right, 
To  Ion  of  dght 


Re-etring  thy  bow, 
Shoot,  swift  or  alow— 
If  hit,  or  miss, 
Thee,  Love,  we^ll  kiai. 


Love  is  too  fleet, 
Alas  I   too  sweet — 
For  when  he  fiiea, 
His  relict — dies  I 


"When  Love  shall  fly, 
O,  leave — to  die. 
Good  Death — ^give  me, 
Give  me—give  met 
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MATERNITY. 

Beautiful  Flower — from  the  rose, 
Liquid  carnation  it  chose, 
And  from  the  lily  a  hue, 
Half,  to  maternity,  due, — 
Ah !    how  did    Love,  by  a  kiss, 

Kept,  for  the  mother  in  wife, 
Prove  his  was  fugitive  bliss. 

Charmed,   by  the  advent  of  life? 


Life-bearing  Flower — fainting  wife, 

Smile,  and  present  him— a  life, 

Dual — ^unfolding,   as  one, 

Veiled,  like  an  innocent  nun. 

Ours,   ere  it  open  an  eye, 

Kapt,   on  the  wonderful  day, 

l^ilfer  our  hearts  from  the  sky — 

Break  them,   and  thither,  away. 
16 
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Aroma  laded  the  air, 
Fading  the  Flower — still  more  fair, 
Fading — ^than  drooping  its  Lead, 
Dripping  with  dews  on  it  shed, — 
Nor,  is  it  running  to  seed, 

Nor,  is  it  nipt  by  the  frost, 
Ah  I  had  it  been,  but  a  weed, 

He  had  not  wept — ^nor  it  lost  I 

"Whist  I — lest  our  mirth,  be  too  free— 
We,  may  our  shadows  yet  flee: 
Swing,  on  soft  hinges,  the  door, 
Light,  be  each  step,  on  the  floor, 
Water  the  Flower  ere  the  Sun — 

If  it  sleep  well,  till  the  Mom, 
Life — a  sheer  triumph — begun, 

Life,  may  yet  pity — forlorn. 

Life,  with  the  Flower,  shall  not  die. 
It,  in  the  heir,  standeth  by. 


r  , 
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Yet,  as  a  pitiful  seed, 

Wanned — till  it  doubt  of  its  need — 

Thence,  by  a  blush  or  a  tear, 

Wrestling  with  day  and  with  night, 
Casting  its  leaves,  with  the  year, 

Eyeing  its  heir — ^in  aflSight. 

Love,  in  a  whisper,  exprest 
Fear,  held  at  bay,  in  his  breast. 
As  the  Flower,  shutting  its  eyes, 
Slept — by  a  fraud,  to  disguise 
Throes — oft,  a    tremulous  leaf 

Gave  to  the  eye — as  the  ear 
Long,  lent  to  silence,  grew  deaf, — 

Yet,  had  Death  whispered,  too  near — 

"Is  there  no  Flower  would  not  live 
Longer — no  perfume  to  give — 
Pleading,  to  die— as  its  life 
Veils  in  the  virgin  the  wife?" —     • 
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Loye,  put  the  query  to  me. 

Should  I  be  frank— or  retire? — 
If  not  to  fly,  were  to  'see 

Life — ^for  its  promise  expire? 

"Fleetly  in  garden  and  field, 
Seek  me  a  rose— doth  not  yield 
Odor,  appealing  to  thee, 
'Life,  yet  permit  it  to  mel' — 
Somewhere,  a  rose  droops  its  head, 

Bleeding  with  wounds,  and  must  die. 
Fetch  it,  to  hide  in  yon  bed, — 

Death  may  the  trick  not  espy." 

Now,  it  is  midnight — the  Moon 
Shocked — ^as  in  trayoil  and  swoon, 
life,  had  just  multiplied  life — 
Veiled  her  sharp  grief  from  the  wife, 
Gathered  the  Stars — to  look  on, 
Yetf  could  none  look,  and  then,  smile- 
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"  Travail  of  death  I '' — all,  anon, 
Wept — and  the  Moon  paled,  the  while. 

Chcerl}'^,  O  Sun,  by  a  ray, 
Bid  the  Flower  welcome  the  day, 
Flowers  look  the  Sun  in  the  face — 
What,  but  his  smile,  their  soft  grace? 
Ilast  thou  no  warmer  caress. 

Than,  for  a  flower,  for  a  wife  ? — 
Ah  I  can  that  perfume  be  less, 

Yields,  in  exhaling — a  life? 

Love,  kiss  the  Bud — O,  how  sweet! 
But  for  the  Flower,  at  thy  feet. 
How  shall  thy  rapture  and  pain 
Settle  their  feud — and  remain? — 
What  canst  thou  do — but,  to  die? 
Sweet,  yet  more  sweet,  sinks  its  breath, 

Soft,  yet  more  soft,  fades  its  eye — 

« 

Ah!  death  in  life — life,  in  death! 
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OBEEN    AND    BIFE. 

O  Love,  tbon,  in  the  green  tree,  we 

Seek,  unaware,  thy  shade — 
Bat,  ere  the  tree  is  ripe,  we  flee. 

Lest  it,  by  fruitage— fade. 

O  Land  of  Dreams,  we  once  may  tread, 

And  neyer  tread  agen, 
Thenceforth,  to  walk  amoDg  the  dead, 

And  shrink  from  living  men. 

Sweet  Land  of  Dreams,  tho*  soon  we  fly 

Thy  fervors,  for  the  shade, 
All  other  things  below  the  sky. 

Without  thee— were  unmade. 

A  Land,  by  tempests  swept— at  noon. 
We  reach,  in  piteous  plight — 

Faint  life  falls  breathless,  in  a  swoon. 
And  phantoms  scour  the  night. 
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O  Muse,  has.  Love  a  wing  of  fire, 
To  sweep  a  boreal  sky? 

A  pulse,  to  grow,  by  long  desire, 
Proof— to  the  faults,  we  fly? 


I  fear,  she  is  as  weak  as  we, 
Her  heart  as  false  as  ours. 

And,  all,  she  gives  us— that,  the    bee 
Takes  from  beseeching  flowers. 


I  fear  her  heart  is  true  when  young, — 
When  age  her  brow  has  knit. 

All  hearts,  by  her  disdain,  are  stung, . 
Or  withered  by  her  wit. 


Ahl    Love,  hast  thou  a  juggler's  art, 

Or  Persian   wizard's   spell, 
To  bid  the  relict  of  a  heart, 

Some  charming  falsehood  tell? 
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Or,  LoTe,  hast  thou  some  underling. 
To  play  the  hangman^s  part — 

Who  chisps  the  finger,  with  a  ring, 
So  tight — ^it  chokes  the  heart! 


Or,  Love,  hast  thou  a  heart  to  melt. 
Met,  with  the  fox — ^to  tears  f— 

To  blush  to  loTe  a  joy  it  felt 
What  time  it  last  appears? 


Poor  Love  I — to  bind  us  with  an  oath, 
So  many  hearts  have  wept— 

Better,  unbind  two  hearts,  ere  both, 
On  broken  vows  haye  slept  I 


Yet,  yet,  unfair  1— or  hearts  were  tme 

And* none  were  mated,  ill. 
And  the  last  charm  to  Lotc  were  xluc, 

Thou  art  expecting,  still. 
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Better,  confess  thy  fatdts,  to-day, 

And  by  to-morrow,  swear, 
No  heart  shall  blanch  thy  cheek  and  say, 

"Thy  fetters— lol    I  wear.'- 

Hal— thy  lips  move— but  doth  thy  heart ?^- 

Nay,  nay — ^its  pulse  is  still — 
The  oath  and  purpose  stand,  apart. 

Shake  hands  or  fence— at  will  I 


GOING      TO    SEA. 

Look  where  thou  wilt. 
No  ship  as  good, 

As  that,  was  built 
Of  gopher  wood. 

With  three  times  three, 

Her  flag  unfurPd, 

She  swam  a  sea. 

Had  drown'd  a  world* 
16« 
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"Wifle,  by  her  log, 
No  craft  Bhonld,  now. 

In  storm  or  fog, 
Alarm  onr  bow. 


That  olden  craft 

Was  shaped  so  well- 
Which — fore  or  aft. 

No  eye  could  tell. 


E^er  since  the  day, 

On  Ararat, 
She  cast  away        • 

Her  helm  and  cat- 


No  ship  could  boast 
A  helm,  fo  steer 

Against  the  coast, 
And  run  it — clear! 
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HorwegUn  Cat, 
And  British  Ball, 

Aitd  Chinese  Bat 
AU  founder— foUl 

Yon  Iron-clad, 
Steama  down  the  bay, 

As  if  she  had 
A  right,  to  say — 

"The  sea  is  nuDo, 
I  walk  the  wave  I" — 

Tet,  I  opine, 
It  is  Ler  grave  t— 


Tet,  fareth  well. 
The  BhallowB,  n 


r 
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Infinitely, 

More  ships  ashore, 
Than  on  the  sea. 

Sink  evermore. 


Of  ships,   ashore, 
The  ship  we  test— 

We  lade  the  more, 
And  sink  the  rest 


Tet,  hulks  we  sink, 

We  resurrect — 
And  little  think, 

What  fools  suspect- 


How  we  grew  mad, 
As  they  grew  wise, 

Who  nothing  had, 
Except  their  eyes. 


(1 
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Tve  found,  at  last, 

A  fillip  will  sail — 
Has  neither  mast 

Nor  head — nor  taiL 


O  Manner, 
See  how  she  rides  I 

When  she  doth  stir. 

The  sea  divides ! 


**  Without  a  sea, 
I  should  prefer 

Thy  ship" — quoth  he^ 
The  mariner. 


O,  for  an  Art, 
To  build  a  boat. 

Shall   seek  no  mart— 
But  eyer  float! 
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In  such  a  bark, 

1^11  go  to  sea — 
Ye,  Landsmen,  hark  I 

And  go  with  me. 

A.    BLUSH. 

It  is  a  question  we  may  raise, 
With  leave  to  settle  at  our  ease — 

What  means  the  blush  upon  her  cheek. 
Whom  we  a  fortune  air — to  please  9 

As  oft  our  wits  their  vote  repeal. 
As  oft  the  query  they  decide- 
To-day,  it  is  an  oath  of  love. 
To-morrow,  an  assault  of  pride. 

Beware,  to  heed  thy  wits,  too  much, 
A  sigh  not  always  take  on  trust, 

But  search  her  heart  to  find  the  one 
She  loves — for  one  she  loves,  and  must! 
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AT    SCHOOL. 


I  was  a  child,  and  picture-signs 
Disclosed  a  world-bazaar,  to  me — . 

I  wept  for  hands  to  seize  my  toys, 
Wept — and  my  eyes  began  to  seel 

A  youth,  I  shook  each  tree,  to  taste 
What  pleasures  stimulate  the  blood — 

I  grew  not  wiser — ^growing  less 
In  that,  a  child,  I  understood. 

A  man,  I  cast  aside  my  books, 
I  flung  my  pleasures  in  the  sea, 

I  looked  within  and  not  without. 
And  found  enough  of  mystery. 

I  would  not  be  a  man,  too  wise 
To  learn,  he  ne'er  survives  th^  fool, 

That  were  his  age  Methuselah's, 
Ho,  still,  must  die,  a  lad — at  school  I 


870  QABDSH  OF  TTEEDS. 

THE    MAGIC    BIKO. 

Go,  Bcour  the  bed  of  Pactolus, 

And  of  its  gold,  I  pray, 
Fetch  roe  enough  to  make  a  ring 

Against  my  wedding  day. 

Kow,  goldsmith,  ply  thine  art,  fhll  well, 

A  magic  ring  to  make, 

Shall  never  lose  a  pennyweight, 
« 

And  no  misfortune  break. 

I  like  the  ring— the  gold  is  fine. 
Its  weight  is  wealthy,  too— 

But  now,  the  query  from  my  heart, 
Who  best  shall  make  it  true? 

I  slipt  it  on  a  finger,  since, 

And  it  becomes  her,  well, 
Who  makes  it  brighter,  day  by  day, 

By  arts,  no  art  can  tell. 
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Ah!  goldsmith,  all  thy  sldll  can  do, 

l3  but  to  forgo  a  ring — 
But  LoYC  can  magnify  it  so, 

It  circles  everything! 


PBOTEUS. 


Have  you  ever  seen  the  Devil? 

If  you  have  not — look  within — 
He  will  feign  to  smile  another, 

Thro'  a  mask  exceeding  thin. 

It  is  said  he  took  a  journey 

To  a  world  beyond  our  own- 
But  the  fact  ifl,  he  remaineth. 
Where  his  fame    is  better  known. 

From  a  serpent  to  a  mortal. 

It  was  easier  to  rise, 
Than  to  half  assume  the  angel, 

Half  remaining  in  the.  skies. 
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Ah!   I  often  sigh — "Poor  fellow, 
If  Ills  name  ho  could  forget, 

And  could  bum  into  a  cinder, 
He  might  blaze  an  angel  yet  I'* 


But  it  is  his  weakness,  ever, 

To  betray  a  pride  of  blood- 
As  if  royalty  apparent, 
Were  not  clearly  understood. 


Common  fame  has  done  injustice 
To  his  fond  of  clever  "wit, 

To  his  logic  and  acumen. 
To  the  tomes,  ho  never  writ. 


Thinking  is  the  DevH^s  pastime, 
Yet  he  never  breathes  a  thought, 

Thought  resolves  itself  to  action. 
Ere  a  whisper  can  be  caught. 


I 
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So,  we  err,  to  charge  the  Deyil, 

With  the  counterfeiter's  tools — 
He  is  shrewd  and  bold — yet  loyal. 

And  his  imitators — fools! 


Ho  takes  any  shape,  at  pleasure^ 
Is  a  maiden,  youth,  or  man, 

On  each  passion — like  an  harper, 
Tunes  we  cannot  play — ^he  can. 


He  has  snatched  the  ring  from  Gyges, 
To  conceal  his  hoof  and  tail. 

When  he  moyes  to  any  purpose— 
And  his  projects  neyer  fail  I 


All  the  harm,  I  wish  the  Deyil, 
Is,  that  he  were  plagued  to  wear 

The  insignia  of  his  office, 
When  he  breathes  the  upper  air. 
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T^nEBE    IS    IT? 


Is  there  a  heart  so  vast, 

That  as  we  enter  in. 
We  cry  to  those  without, 

"  Room — room—room,  yet,  within  I " 

If   ever  I  shall  find 

A  heart  so  vast— ra  try 
Of  many  to  be  one — 

And  mites  and  miifiiows  fly. 

But  whither  shall  I  look? 

Fve  found  so  many,  small — 
There  must  he  few,  indeed. 

That  even  beat,  at  all! 

Is  that  a  heart,  I  pray,-- 
That  if  wo  heard  its  beat, 

We  were  surprised  to  say — 
"0  God,  is  man  a  cheat?" 
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Is  that  a  heart  or  not, 

That  -were  it  opened  "wide, 
Would  show  a  sickly  ghost, 

And  nothing  there  beside? 


An  hour,  for  light  repose. 
And  ril  resume  my  quest— 

And  when  I  find  that  heart, 
111  enter,  sup,  and  rest. 


WET    EYES, 

I. 
Here,  lies  one,  dead  I 
Who  was  he,  living? 

To  what  honors — ^rais^d? 
By  what  merits— praised  ? 
Pale  and  quiescent. 
Not  yet  putrescent. 
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Koee,  lip,  and  dun, 
FrightfoUj  thin. 

Where,  erst,  the  brow, 
Published  a  8onl — 

Cold  pinches,  now, 
Strange — at  the  pole. 
Is  it  to  Death, 

Late,  by  a  thrust, 
licensed  his  breath, 
Tost  us  his  dust, 
We,  by  lament,  plaudits  are  giving  9 
To  whom— instead  ? 


n. 


Bury  him,  sadly — 
Toll  the  bells  over  him, 
Sprinkle  flowers  over  him, 
Cast  the  clods  oyer  him — 

He  escapes«-gladly  I 


r 
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in. 
Buried,  he  is  not  I 
To  your  hearts  taken, , 
Never  forsaken, 
And  never  forgot — 
Carry  him  back  to  your  hearths  as  ye  go — 
For,  if  ye  loved  him,  yell  not  leave  him,  so. 


rv. 
Carry  back  no    trouble, 
Make  no  sorrow,  double, 
'Tis  enough,  to  bear 
Up  to  sheer  despair 
Sorrow— tread  it  under, 
If,  affecting  thunder. 
It  commands  the  weeper, 
Where,  he  lays  the  sleeper. 
There,  to  dwell,  forever, 

In  a  shadow,  lying, 
Simulating  dying— 
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Nay— nay — ^listen,  never! 

Mako  no  tie  so  tender, 

To  it,  we  surrender: 
It  is  ours,  so  loosely,  but  for  shears  to  sever  1 


PAT-DAY. 

Once  forgotten, 
Thrice  remembered — 
Any  kindness, 

When  our  sorrow, 
For  its  blindness. 

Will— no  morrow. 


Thrice  forgotten. 
Once  remembered — 
Any  pleasure. 

Cost  so  dearly. 
It,  our  treasuure 

Emptied — ^nearjy. 


GABDEN  OF  WEEDS.  885 

Thrice  forgotten, 
Ne'er  remembered*- 
"WTien  arrested, 

By  our  errors. 
Pledges,  wrested 

From  our  terrors. 

If  remembered. 
Soon  forgotten — 
Out  of  trouble, 

Seems  so  funny, 
To  pay  double 

Use,  for  money! 

If  forgotten, 
Oft  remen^bered 
Any  passion. 

Left  us — needing 
More  compassion 

Than  foes,  bleeding. 


17 
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Thrice  foigotteo, 
Ne*er  remembered — 
Words—we  mumble, 

As  a  duty, 
When  we  stumble 

Upon  beauty. 

Ne^er  forgotten, 
Aye  remembered — 
Love,  we  cherish 

For  some  token, 
As  we  perish, 

Slow— heart-broken. 

First,  forgotten, 
Last,  remembered — 
Love,  neglected — 

Our  hearths  healing: 
Friends,  suspected. 

Us— revealing ! 
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ilY    HOSE. 


Down  in  the  valley  is  blusMng  a  Rose- 
Now,  tell  me,  what  gift  you  would  give, 

Once,  every  morning,  and  once,  every  eve. 
To  breathe  it,  as  I  do— and  live? 

And  yet,  'tis  the  humblest  flower,  I  confess, 
That  ever  grew  out  of  the  earth — 

If  you  should  see  it,  you'd  Jaugh  in  my  face, 
And  the  Rose  would  join  in  your  mirth  I 

I  should  feel  angry — I  know,  that  I  should — 
But  this  would  preserve  me  from  wrath, 

That  no  jealous  throb  in  a  heart  could  stir 
For  love— it  exclusively  hath. 

So,  look  at  my  Rose  and  laugh — ^if  you  will, 

ril  ever  look  at  it,  and  smile — 
Or,  call  it  the  simplest  flower  ever  bloomed, 

I'll  love  it  to  madness,  the  while. 


888  GABDEN  OF  WXEDS. 

"Silly  I  "—you  ay  to  me — ^silly,  I  ara^ 
Yet  oft  he  is  wise— knowing  least — 

So,  if  your  heart  does  not  water  a  BosOi 
You  starre— sitting  down  to  a  feast! 


PEKKILE88. 

"  PennUess  I "— "  Penniless  I '» 
If  thou  discreetly, 
In  my  ear,  sweetly. 
Whisper  it—to  me. 
Good,  it  may  do  me, 
Ere  my  wealth  frighten— and  scamper  off  fleetly. 

"  Penniless  I " — "  Penniless  I " 
Speak  it  not— lightly, 
To  the  poor,  nightly. 
Groping  to  find  thee— 
Gain,  must  not  blind  thee. 
So  that  the  poor,  to  thine  eye,  seem  unsightly. 
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" Penniless  I " — "Penniless ! " 
Breathe  it  not,  sadly — 
Thunder  it,  madly, 
So,  such  as  hear  U, 
Stricken,  may  fear  it, 
Sleepless,  to  gather  a  pound  or  two,  gladly. 


VOYAGE    TO    THE    SUNSET. 

Freedom,  forsake  the  trampled  East — 
Down,  with  the  Tyrant  and  the  Priest, 
Now,  build  the  greatest  from  the  least. 

O  Man,  the  odds  are  on  thy  side — 
The  wind  is  with  thee  and  the  tide, 
Hide  on,  O  gallant  seaman — ^ridel 

More  sail!— more  sail! — ^the  coast  is  clear, 
The  only  sunken  reef,  is  fear. 
Thy  doubt,  the  only  danger— near. 
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Thy  log  8ha]l  mariners  surprise, 
Whose  only  prophet  is  their  eyes- 
Still,  thou  shalt  Toyage,  by  the  skies. 


Qo,  and  possess  the  virgin  West, 
Qo,  like  an  ardent  lover,  lest, 
She  love  some  other  suitor  best 


The  world  has  waited  long,  to  hear 

A  Toice  that  should  make  all  things  clear, 

And  moke  a  man— a  man  appear. 


The  rights  of  man?— who  shall  declare 
His  rights — persuade  him  whose  they  are? 
And  to  assert  them,  bid  him  dare? 


Who  sold  his  birthright,  ages  past, 
To  dynasties,  whose  lines  should  last 
For  aye— and  struck  the  bargain,  fast  ? 


J 
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Tho'  each  is  bom  to  fill  a  tlirone, 
Yet,  out  of  many — one  alone, 
Shall  rule,  lay  many  wills,  in  one. 


I  heard  a  voice,  all  lands  shall  hear, 
Ko  trumpet  ringeth  half  so  clear — 
"Error  shall  fall  and  Truth  appear." 


And  then  the  bold  Atlantic  swore 
Eternal  friendship,  for  the  shore, 
His  billows  break  on,  evermore. 


And  then  the  Andes  snuffed  i;he  air, 
By  Indian  breezes,  wafted  there. 
And  fired  volcanoes,  everywhere. 

And  then  the  Bocky  Mountaias  shook 
Their  manes  triumphantly,  and  took 
At  their  fair  charge  a  jealous  look. 
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Andy  now,  the  hoary  Lebanon, 
BowB  his  tall  cedars,  one  by  one, 
As  sunrise  greets  the  setting  son. 


And,  now,  ih)m  Teneriffe  to  where, 
The  ice-bound  Hecla  storms  the  air, 
No  beast  of  prey  forsakes  his  lair. 


I  hear  it,  as  the  hcayenly  spheres, 
Contending  for  immortal  ears, 
Abandon  song — ^to  thunder  cheers^- 


Speak— to  the  men  of  every  climei 
And  to  the  ages  of  all  time — 
"Man  of  the  future— be  sublime  I 


"How  low  his  stature  in  the  past, 
How  shrunk  the  shadow  he  has  cast, 
How  like  -the  first  man  is  the  last. 


GABDITN'  OF  "WEEDS.  893 


"Then,  do  and  suffer,  witli  your  might, 
Courage!— O  Man,  the  skies  are  bright. 
Courage  I— rand  God  succeed  the  Right  I" 


Still,  regal  Folly  passes  by, 

The  wise — ^with  forehead,  lip,  and  eye, 

As  if  she  lorded  earth  and  sky. 


How  doth  she  hold  her  throne  and  keep- 
Virtue  and  valor  yet  asleep, 
While  valiant  men — ^not  cowards,  weep? 


She  hath  a  potent  ally.  Fear, 
Who  whispers  darkly  in  the  ear, 
"  Beware  of  light— however  clear  1  ^ 


O  God,  turn  all  things  back  to  dust, 

Build  as  at  first,  make  man,  as  just, 

And  hold  him  up,  or  fall  he  must. 
17* 
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If  such  jx^tition  be  profane, 
Confirm  bis  knees,  bis  bonds  enstain, 
Till  Tbou  pronounce  bim  ''good,"  again. 


O  Man — O  Brotber^torch  in  band, 
Run  to  and  fro  tbrougbout  tbe  bind — 
Dgbt! — give  us  ligbt^wbereby  wc  standi 


BWIMMEBS. 

In  tbe  dusk  of  eyening,  lonely, 
Bitting  by  tbe  river^s  brink, 

I  was  musing,  silent,  only 
Of  tbe  few  wbo  nerer  sink. 


Wbo  are  swimmers!    Surely  many, 
Tet,  not  many  reacb  tbe  sbore — 

"Kay" — ^a  voice  I  beard — "Not  any, 

All  do  sink  to  rise  no  mote." 
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Such  arc  swimmers — who  so  lightly, 
Cleaye  the  curtains  of  the  sky, 

Or  at  early  morn  or  nightly, 
Such  are  swimmers  -till  they  die. 

Are  they  swimmers,  who  are,  merely, 

Idling  by  the  river's  side — 
Or,  like  me,  discover  clearly 

It,  to  swim — is  much  too  wide? 

They  arc  swimmers,  simply  waiting, 

Or,   to  sink,   or  swim,  anon — 
Then,  what  profit  in  debating 

Points,  we  leave,  to  settle — ^gonet 
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Whilom,  as  lovers,  yet,  wiU  do. 
Who  smile,  as  it  were  weak  to  woo, 
And  pay  no  debts  till  Love  shall  sue — 
I  sought  a  charm  to  find. 
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A  bank  of  rosea  near  me  shed 
An  odor,  sweet  as  Love,  when  wed, 
And  some  were  white  and  some  were  red, 
And  they  my  quest  dlyined. 


A  Rose,  as  white  as  snow,  began — 
«Aht  certes,  ill  betide  the  man. 
Who,  lest  his  heart  love  all  it  can, 

For  it,  invents  a  cheat. 
If  thou  shonldst  find  a  charm  to-day. 
And  lose  it  when  thy  head  is  gray. 
True  LoYO  shall  blanch  a  freezing  nay, 

Thou  kneeling  at  her  feet. 


"O  Lover,  dost  thou  deem  me  fair! 
And  that  my  breath  I  give  the  air? 

Thou  hast  no  heart  to  lightly  bear 

All  I  must  bear— and  live: 
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My  pallor  is  the  hue  of  death, 
My  fragrance  is,  indeed,  my  breath, 
Yet,  to  the  skies  it  ever  saith — 
*  O,  keep  the  gifts  you  giye  I  * 


"  Is  reason  sage  enough  to  know, 
Soon  as  I  bloom,  my  petals  grow 
Whiter  and  whiter — ^till  the  snow 

Comparing  hue — ^had  lost? 
My  beauty  I  return  the  sky, 
Beauty  is  nothing,  but  a  lie. 
Unless,  by  loving — ^it  shall  die, 

To  prove  love  worth  its  cost.'* 


Eftsoons,  a  red  Rose  archly  said — 
^*Thou  hast  a  mind,  a  maid  to  wed. 
And  for  a  heart  some  charm  instead. 
Thy  wits  are  vext  to  find  ? 
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A  loYcr  thou  canst  seycr  be, 
Till  from  the  juggler  thou  art  free; 
Aglow  Trith  beauty,  Loye  may  eee, 
"Whereto,  the  eye  ia  blind. 


^Ia  not  yon  rainbow  in  the  sky, 
As  fair  and  loyely  to  the  eye, 

As  is  the  blush  I  striye  to  fly, 

Lest  envy  drive  me  mad? 
Would,  I  might  nothing  boast,  but  sweet, 
And  tho'  I  yield  it  to  thy  feet, 
The  sacrifice  were   duty  meet. 

Or  I  no  beauty  had." 


So,  the    two  Roses  left  me  wise— 
I  well  nigh  did  myself  despise, 
Who,  late,  by  love,  to  Love  surprise. 
Would  whistle  forth  the  heart — 
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A3  if,   obsequious  a3  a  cur, 
The  heart  shall  at  a  "wMstlo  stir, 
And  knelt,  the  wife  a  gift  prefer—* 
Enough  to  make  her  start  I 


MY    RETTARD. 

"  ril  pay  ten  thousand  pounds, 
But  to  apprehend  the  thief, 
"WTio  has  stolen  all  I  had, 
And  overwhelmed  my  life  with  grief. 

"Ten  thousand  more  Til  pay, 

To  convict  the  thief,  of  theft — , 
To  recover  wlvat  is  lostj 
.  Or,  be  rid  of  what  is  left." 

I  offered  my  reward, 
On  a  pleasant  summer  day, 

And,  at  eve,  I  heard  a  voice, 
"  May  the  thief  demand  the  pay  ? " 
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Tho  Toico  was  low  and  sweet, 
And  a  face  I  saw  was  fair, 

And  the  voice  continued,  thus, 
"rd  confess  it — did  I  dare," 

Here,  only  this  Til  tell, 

now  I  kissed  the  thief — ^and  wept, 
All  was  mine — ^she  proved  her  own. 

And  my  pounds  I  simply  kept  I 

GOLD. 

What  doth  gold  bring?— 
A  deferential  bow 
To  him — whose  conscious  brow 

Avows,  'tis  not  for  him  I 

What  doth  gold  ask?— 
Who  owns  thee,  Man?— Or  I, 
Or  God? — and  as  we  lie. 

Our  cup  overflows  its   brim  I 
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What  doth  gold  say?— 
Much  like  the  deyil,  cries 
"All things  below  the  skies 
Are  mine  " — a  liar,  too  I 


What  doth  gold  swear?— 
Whoe'er  shall  worship  me, 
To  his  idolatry 

Good  Fortmie  shall  be  true. 


What  has  gold  done? — 
Made  for  the  rich — the  poor, 
Yet  f  ung  the  closM  door 

Of  Charity— ajar. 


What  may  gold  do  ? — 
Plead  well  on  either  knee 
To  loose  the  brave  and  free — 

Or  rise— to  challenge  war. 
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What  dotb  gold  boast?— 
An  art,  to  build  a  man, 
A  thing,  God  only  con 

Do  well— as  it  doth,  ill  I 


What  doth  gold  boast?— 
How,  it  can  scour  a  breast, 
Foul  as  a  harpy^s  nest, 

Clean — past  the  besom's  skill  I 


What  is  gold  worth? — 
So  much,  we  all  do  find 
No  peace,  to  heart  or  mind, 

If  we  cease  grasping  more. 


What  is  gold  worth?— 
Not  e'en  a  crumb  of  bread. 
When  you  and  I  arc  dead, 

And  done  spying  ore. 
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What  doth  gold  buy? 
The  prqinise  of  a  piece 
In  Heaven— altho'  of  Grace, 

It  may  be  had — for  naught  I 

What  should  gold  buy? — 
It  ought  to  buy  a  shroud, 
To  house  the  mean  and  proud — 

And  little  else— it  ought. 


us. 

'Tis  the  caution  of  life, 
Not  to  harbor  a  friend. 
Lest  he  prove  in  the  end 

Tho  occasion  of  strife. 

'Tis  the  error  of  greed, 
To  have  never  enow, 
To  bind  fast  to  the  brow 

Its  loose  crown,  against  need. 
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So,  whene'er  we  behold 
The  poor  wretch  with  his  almsi 
There's  an  itching  of  pabns 

For  his  thin  piece  of  gold  I 


w 

We  would,  last,  drain  the  Sea, 
Rake  its  caverns  for  gain. 
If,  shall  nothing  renuiin 

We're  not  sunken— to  flee. 


If  true  riches  begin 
When  the  last  want  shall  cease. 
Ours  were  balanced,  with  ease, 

On  the  point  of  a  pin  I 


'Tis  the  good  we  entreat 
When  our  triumphs  arc  won, 
O,  might  something  be  done 

For  the  soles  of  our  feet  I 
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THE    THUNDEB    SHCWER. 

Patter — patter— sounds  the  rain, 
As  it  strikes  the  window  pane- 
Yon  stifling  City  breathes  again  I— 
Clouds  of  dust  ascend  to  greet  it, 
And  the  thunder 
Tears  asunder 
Every  cloud  in  haste  to  meet  it, 

So  to  charge  it  with  a  blessing. 

It,  in  falling, 
May  not  carry  news  distressing 

To  the  I2arth— impatient,  calling 
*'  Send  me  rain  in  drought  appalling ! '' 


Louder— louder — sounds  the  rain. 
Dashed  against  the  window  pane — 
Hal      Ocean's  losses  turn  to  gain! — 
Jesting  rill  and  solemn  river 
Laughing-laughing— 
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QuafUng— qoafficg — 
Look  their  thanks  towards  the  Giycr — 
How  they  revel,  drunk  with  pleastire^ 

As  they  clatter 
To  the  Ocean  with  much  treasure, 

Who  half  smiles  to  hear  them  chatter 

0(  to  him,  so  small  a  matter  1 


Louder— louder— sounds  the  rain. 
Poured  against  the  window  pane — 
Ah  I    some  are  glad  and  some  complaint — 
Tonder  throng  astir  on  pleasure, 

Tho'  so  neatly 

Clad— how  fleetly 
All  to  covert,  distance  measure  I 
Would  such,  rather,  skies  were  burning 

Up  a  planet, 
Than  from  bane— to  fly,  returning? — 

As,  men  charmed  with  fire,  will  fan  it. 

Yet,  forsake  themselves,  to  man  it  I 
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Faster— faster— drives  the  raiD, 

Pouring  down  the  window  pane 

The  miser  half  looks  off  his  gain  I— 
What! — I  see  a  few  wry  faces—  * 

Are  these  willing, 

If,  by  filling 
Bams  with  sheaves  that  bear  no  traces 
Of  the  mildew — life  were  thirsting 

Unto  dying? — 
Hal    the  skies,  anew,  are  bursting, 

As  the  sluggard  stands,  denying, 

God's  own  time,  his    too— by  lying  I 

Roars  the  tempest— pours  the  rain. 
Deluging  the  window  pane— 
Too  late— too  soon— or  qi^ite  in  vain  I— 
Who  is  ready  for  the  shower?* 
Ah  I    here  is  one — 
Accoimted  none. 
Who  is  he?— a  simple  flowdr— 
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He  is  waiting^bands  extended 

As  if  siriying 
To  hold  all  has  yet  descended, 
•     And,  most  drenched,  is  most  contriving 

How  to  drown— right  road  to  thriving! 

Spatter— spatter— clatter — clatter ! 
No  hoof  so  lame  a  limp  to  feign — 
Quick!— tell  me  who  has  come  to  reign t 
I  look  out  and  see  the  huny 

And  commotion 

Like  an  Ocean 
Plagued  and  fretted  to  a  worry- 
Spatter — spatter— clatter — clatter ! 

Men  are  paling, 
Flying  breathless— What's  the  matter? 

What?— King  Thunder  storms,  prevailing 

O'er  the  mob,  his  throne  assailing! 

Claps  of  thunder— sheets  of  rain, 
Lightning  dares  the  window  pane^ 
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The  winds  rush  out  like  men  insane  1 
The  street  is  vacant  as  the  field, 
No  boy  is  out, 
To  wade  or  shout— 
All  fly  the  victor— not  to  yield  I — 
.  Hear  me,  Thunder, — stop  the  rattle 

Of  much  musketry,  in  battle, 
One  assault  were  thrice  as  charming, 
One  explosion — thee  xlisarming  I 


SHEEP. 


18 


See  the  rams 
Clear  the  steep. 

And  the  lambs 
Frisk  and  leap  I 

Grass  they  crop. 
As  they  run. 
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Ere  they  stop 
With  the  BOO. 

And,  anon, 
To  the  fold. 

All  bleat  on, 
And  are  told. 


There  they  116, 
Till  a  ray 

From  the  sky 
Heralds  day. 

Such,  the  life 
Of  a  sheep— 

Kot  a  stiife 
And  a  sleep. 


All  we  are, 
All  we  hope, 


...J 
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Shrieks — "  Beware 
Of  the  rope  I  " 

All  we  do 

Is  to  sigh, 
And  to  woo 

Late,  the  sky. 

Much,  we  know, 

So  do  sheep — 
To,  least,  sow 

And,  most — ^reapl 


1 


HIERABCHa 


THE    HOBNINO    STAB. 

Sweet  Singer,  who  belield 
The  Genesis  complete, 

And  sang  the  song  of  eld. 
Traditionally  sweet — 

What  lay  is  on  thy  lips? 

What  music  in  thy  heart? — 
Beach  me  thy  finger-tips, 

rd  kiss  them,  ere  we  part. 

If  I  could  boast  thy  kiss, 
Warm,  on  my  lip  and  eye, 
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rd  walk,  a  man,  I  wis. 
With  crown  lodged  in  the  sky  I 

How  sweet  thy  breath  is  now, 

How  soft  and  clear  thine  eye. 
No  cloud  is  on  thy  brow, 
-  For  none  may  soil  the  sky  I 


Mayhap,  thou  dost  not  hear — 
Ah  me !     I  half  forget 

iThou  only  seemest  near. 
So  oft  our  eyes  have  met  I 

Yet,  if  thou  fail  to  see, 
Or  hear  me — still  I  must 

Gaze  every  mom  at  thee — 
Regretful  I  am  dust. 

For,  if  I  were  not  such, 

^  This  mom  within  thine  arms, 
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I  might  thy  bosom  toncb, 
And  balf  unTeil  thy  cbannsi 

Ah!    Singer,  pardon  me, 
I  am  80  gross — and  thoa, 

So  nigh  Infinity, 
He  bends  to  stroke  tbv  brow. 


Speak,  Singer— is  it  true. 
Thou  hast  forgot  to  fing? — 

Or  is  there  nothing  new 
Created  by  thy   King? 

There  are,  who  think  with  me, 
His  realm  is  thrice  as  yast    * 

As  when  saluting  thee, 
He  left  the  smile  He  cast. 

Beware  I    beware  1— the  Sun 
Is  thinking  soon  to  rise — 


11 
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Hide!    hide!— thy  task  is  done— 
I  mean,  to  mortal  eyes! 


SUNRISE. 


The  Sun  is  getting  up, 

And  drowsfly  enow, 
He  rabs  his  eyes  and  yawns, 

And  bathes  his  rosy  brow. 

He  seems  to  half  prefer 
Behind  a  cloud  to  hide. 

Till  he,  his  toilet  made — 
His  eye  shall  open  wide. 

Just  leaping  from  his  bed, 

I  like  to  see  a  king. 
Glance  o^er  his  realm  to  hear 
"Hail!    Rex" — from  everything. 
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I  like  to  see  him  smile, 
As  one  who  has  no  peer- 

And  let  the  rich  and  poor 
Advance  equally  near! 


That  king  is  sore  in  need, 
Who  boasts  a  realm  so  wide, 

He  finds  no  world  without 
Where  he  may  flee— to  hide  I 


Ah!    such  thy  fate,  O  Sun, 
Forever  to  be  seen— 

Starched  up  in  royal  state 
No  time  to  kiss  a  queen! 


rd  rather  be  a  fool, 
Or  supple  underling, 

Than  be  a  king  so  great, 
He  serveth  eyerythingl 
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I 

I  mean  to.  tiest  thy  life, 

Which  I  must  die,  to  do, 
And  rising  infinite, 

Thy  strength  TU  measure  tool 

Rise,  Sovereign  of  the  day. 

Make  haste  to   shine  on  all. 
And  where  we  light  a  plague. 

Let  thou  a  sunbeam  falll 


SUNSET. 

The  Sun  is  weary,  now. 
The  Ocean's  bed  is  wide. 

Where  he  inviting  sleep, 
But  rolls  from  side  to  side. 

See,  as  the  curtain  falls 

Around  hia-  would-be  sleep, 

The  Moon  her  lantern  trims 

To  get  at  him  a  peep. 
18* 
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Yet,  he  will  not  arise, 
Nor  eyen  smile  a  smile, 

He  looks  a  languid  look, 
^Ad  shuts  his  eye,  the  while. 


Ah,  king  I   I  thought  thy  heart, 
Was  made  to  love— not  hate?- 

I  surely  must  have  erred, 
Or,  why  thy  wifeless  state? 


Thine,  must  be  rarest  sport 
To  flirt  with  Moon  or  Star, 

Thou,  such  a  brilliant  spark. 
So  puissant  in  war! 


Ahl   Monarch,  wed  the  Moon, 
Or  wed  the  sighing  Sea, 

No  longer  be  it  said. 
Thou  hast  no  child  like  thee. 


/ 
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Thou  wed,  I  hope,  indeed, 
No  suitor,  who  has  lost. 

May  challenge  thee  to  arms. 
Before  he  counts  the  cost !    > 


How  I  should  smile  to  sec 
A  king  his  queen  beside,- 

A  monarch's  heart  is  kept 
So  safely,  by  a  bride  I 


THE    EVENING    STAB. 

A  star  is  looking  down, 
So  calmly  on  the  Night, 

She  does  not  heed  her  crown 
Ablaze  with  triple  light. 


Was  ever  there  a  queen, 
Who  quite  forgot  her  state? 
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All  I    few  have  been,  I  ween, 
In  earij  times,  or  l&t«. 

And,  jct,  I  must  quite  voncb  ' 
For  her,  I  gaze  on,  now. 

Soon  as  ebo  seeks  ber  couch 
Her  cTown  fhcles  from  ber  brow  t 

Ah  I   SUr,  tUy  smile  is  sweet, 
Thy  Toieo  if  it  were  loud 

Enough  mino  ears  to  greet, 
Had  left  mj  heart  less  prond. 

How  dost  thou  keep  so  young! — 
The  moth  our  heauOr  steals, 

By  grier  our  hearts  are  wrung, 
And  death  our  woe  reveals. 

A  valiant  Prince,  this  night, 
1  by  the  West, 
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Him,  challenge  not,  to  fight — 
Unless  he  loves  thee  bestl 

« 

For,  if  he  thrust  a  spear 

Against   the  shrinking  sky- 
Its  way,  it  must  cut  clear 

Throughout  infinity! 


All  lovers  gaze  at  thee 

And  plight  their  troth,  anew, 
As  if  love  could  not  be 

Blushed  to  a  sunbeam — true  I 


Ah !  Love  with  eye  aflame. 
Must  quickly  find  a   Star, 

E'en  be  it  one — whose  fame 
For  dalliance  yields  to  war. 


Yet,  Love,  with  tender  root, 
Matured  by  genial  skies — 
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Ablush  with  flower  and  fimit, 
Proyed — for  no  witness  cries. 

What  tongue  shall  love  express, 
Its  blisters  never  heal — 

Yet,  loye,  we  least  confess, 
We  die— to  least  conceal  I 

How  foolish  lore  can  be, 
What  time  it  beats  sincere, 

When  its  last  ecstasy 
Dissolves  into  a  tear! 

Art  wed?— and  to  the  Sky?— 
Ha!    ha  I— I  know  full  well, 

Oft  as  I  ask — thine  eye 
Replies — but  not  to  tell  I 


THE    MOON. 

Dian  is  sailing 
After  the  Sun, — 
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Her  heart  is  failing, 
Her  cheeks  are  paling, 

WiU  lie  be  won!— 

Sol,  erst,  deciding 
Never  to  wed, — 

Nowtere  abiding, 

Love  is  deriding, 
With  a  face— red. 


Kow,  she  is  gazing, 

PqH,  at  tlie  Sno- 

Tumidly  prai^g 

Hinv— who  is  crazing, 

Lest,  ho  be  won. 

ArchI?  imploring. 

He  will  not  smile— 
Dian— adoring, 
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Ck>ldl7  ignoring — 
Burning,  tbo  whilr. 

She  18  confessing — 
He  will  not  hear, 
Proudly  expressing 
Scorn  so  distressing, 
She  drops  a  tear., 


Dian  is  sighing, 

Sol  is  a  stone — 
Hoarsely  replying 
To  her  half-dying, 
"  Let  me  alone  I " 

'^All,  now,  forsaking, 

Thine— I  would  be''— 
"  Cease  thy  pains-taking  ! 
No  heart  were  breaking. 
Well  rid  of  thee." 
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Dian  is  fearing 

All  is  now  lost — 
For  the  Earth  steering, 
Him  she  is  nearing, 

At  any  cost. 


See,  she  is  smiling 
On  her  old  flame — 

He  is  reviling 

Her,   for  defiling 
Her  maiden  fame! 

She  is  replying 
Loud — ^with  a  sneer, 
"If  thou  wert  dying, 
One  were  not  sighing— 
"Wretch— thou  art  clear  I" 

Dian  is  fretting. 
Love-lorn — indeed ; 
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Vainly  regretting, 
8be  has  been  letting 
Love — ^run  to  seed! 

Hear  her  declaring — 
**Lo8t — ^I  have  wonl" 

Every  maid  sparing, 

Piously  daring 
Vows — ^like  a  nunl 

Dian  is  dnking 
Down  to  the  Sea, 

Cautiously  thinking, 
"I  will  feign  drinking — 
Drown — to  not  bol" 

She  is  denying 

Lustily — soon, 
She  was  heard  sighing — 
E'er  thought  of  dying — 

As  were  death — boon. 
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Hark  I    slie  is  chiding 

All  -who  would  wed — 
Marriage  deriding, 
Gravely  providing 

Dolor — instead ! 

Chaste  and  so  charming, 

Maiden — adieni 
Love's  so  alarming, 
We  our  hearts  arming, 

Imitate  you. 

Yes— it  is  getting 

Stale — to  be  wed: 
Better,  if  letting 
Hearts  die  of  fretting, 

Than  so  misled. 


Better — if  crying 
"Leave  us— forlorn  I'' 
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Tliaa.  nntS  dying, 
Sadlj  applying 
Salrc — to  oar  thorn! 


It  18  distressing, 
LoTe  is  so  bold! 

Weakly  confessing 
*' Hearts  have  my  blessing 
Pinched — by  the  cold  ! 


From  the  beginning, 
It  has  been  thns: 

Dian  is  sinning 

Less,  by  not  winning, 
Than  some  of  ns! 


What  are  we  doing, 

Famed,  to  be  wise?- 
Faithfhlly  wooing 
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Nothing  worth  suing, 
Under  the  skies: 


Or,  we  are  turning 
Hearts  into  hands 
Faithfully  learning 
That,  deserves  spuming, 
Hymen  commands  I 


GB. 

i*  Yet ''—Galileo  said—"  the  Earth 
Doth  move" — and  still,  declared, 
When  punished  for  his  blasphemy, 
"To  prove  it— I'm  prepared." 

It  moves'.    It  moves  I — the  point's  at  rest, 

So  mooted  by  the  past — 
And  he  blasphemeth,  now,  who  says, 

"Hold!    Holdl—it  moves  too  fast!" 
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Leap  on  and  ride  with  ns,  O  Man, 
To  all,  the  fare  is  free*- 

We  only  halt  to  eat  or  sleep, 
And,  once,  ouiBelTes«->to  fleet 


Add  lightning  to  thy  speed,  O  Earth, 

Oar  courage,  at  its  height, 
Stands  tiptoe,  looking  sheer  ahead, 

To  see  if  all  be  right. 


Sometimes,  I  think  it  shoots  ahead, 
As  if  the  reins  were  lost. 

Or  as  the  driver,  on  its  neck, 
The  reins  had,  idly,  tost 


I  wonder  if  it  e^er  will  stop, 

Will  ever  tire  a  day, 
So  we  may  venture,  once,  to  breathe. 

And  one  petition  pray? 
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If  it  should  stop,  our  feet  must  slide, 

Our  noses  snuff  the  dust — 
If  we  were  wiser,  then,  or  not, 

Be  yours  the  ,point,  ye  just  I 


How  long,  the  Earth  will  hold  its  way, 
And,  aye,  increase  its  speed, 

Who  raise  the  question,  ages  hence. 
Will  need  the  light  we  need. 


If  it  should  dash  against  a  star, 
Or  brush  a  comet's  tail. 

We  shall  not  suffer  by  a  hair. 
Unless  our  courage  fail! I 


Sweep  round  and  round  1    The  Sun  is  pleased, 

And  telegraphs  a  cheer. 
Expecting,  on  some  distant  day. 

To  break  it,  in  thine  ear. 
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Bat  when  that  distant  day  sliall  dawn, 

I  rather  would  be  found, 
Not  silent — upright,  on  the  earth, 

Bat  lengthwise,  under  ground  I 


JUKE. 

If  your  heart  is  out  of  tune, 
Listen  to  the  laughing  June — 
If  your  head  can  find  no  rest. 
Lay  it  down  upon  her  breast — 
She  is  matronly  and  kind, 

Has  a  smile  for  every  one, 
Has — ^to  kiss  us,  half  a  mind, 

As  a  mother  doth  a  son. 


She  is  frugal  of  her  health. 
But  is  prodigal  of  wealth, 
FHnging  broadly  o'er  the  land 
All  her  store,  with  either  hand — 
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As  fhe  ricli  and  poor  go  by, 

She  invites  tbem  to  sit  down 
To  a  feast  of  heart  and  eye, 

Casting  each  a  laurel  crown  I 


Ah  I  how  beautiful  to  seel 
For  her  breath  pursue  the  bee — 
If  you  hare  a  heart,  O  Man, 
You  will  loTC  her  aU  you  can, 
Tho'  chagrined  to  find,  anon, 

'Twas  her  own— your  blush  and  smile — 
Loye  so  cheap — so  costly,  gone — 

Lips  remaining— red  of  guile  I 


Every  bird  forgets  his  wing. 

Lights,  a  madrigal  to  sing — 

By  the  lake— beneath  the  tree. 

Summer  capers  wantonly: 
19 
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June  i8  blnahing,  with  a  beart 
Throbbbg  wildly,  to  be  wed — 

Yet,  the  Year  would  soooer  part 
Than  witb  her— with  bis  white  bead! 


Ko— she  muflt  not  wedded  be! 
Wed—no  happiness  for  me. 
I  with  others  must  go  mad, 
If  she  make  a  rival  glad — 
Witb  the  Year  do  I  protest, 

Thou  most  not,  O  charming  June, 
Wed  a  beart — ^were  it  the  best, 

And  no  beart,  but  one,  attune  I 


INDIGO. 


Indioo — at  twenty, 
Doth  appear  as  white  as  snow. 
But  as  bill-ward  on  we  go. 


*A 
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Ere  the^  step  is  cautious,  slow, 

On  a  sudden,  it  turns  blue, 

To  its  proper  color— true- 
Tinges  all  before  the  eye. 

And  within  the  dreary  breast 

Puts  our  reason  to  the  test, 

If,  to  live,  or  die— be  best — 
So,*  we  clasp  the  truth,  or  lie. 
Ere  men  ask  the  reason,  why. 

Ha  I  ha  I— indigo,  how  plenty  I— 
Indigo — ^is  rising! 

So,  for  merchandise  is  sought — 

Since,  so  much  by  us  is  bought, 

What  was  erst  held  dear,  at  naught, 

Our  inyentlTe  wits  excel 

In  monopolizing,  well, 
As  the  quantum  we  may  get^ 

Marks  the  progress  we  hare  made 

In  the  art  of  having  laid 

Up  a  treasure— not  to  fade^ 
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Where  the  Son  doth  rue  end  eet^ 
And  the  nnner  aooArth,  yet, 
Ha!  hal—iaa^t  it  sniprisijig f 


WH08B? 

Tht  breath,  aboye  the  lily—- sweet, 
Thy  voice  as  soft  as  any  lute, 

And  much  too  much,  thy  heart,  to  keep- 
Whose  is  it  t— Ah  I  thy  lips  are  mate. 


I  wish  were  thy  return  to  me, 
^Take  it— the  whole  of  it,  I  mean, 

I  wotdd  that  it  were  cat  in  halves, 
And  thine  were  lost  the  halves  between.^' 


Bat,  if  thy  plaint  were  on  this  wise, 
^'Thoa  cooldst  not  charm  a  heart,  like  mine. 


^ 
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It  broke  his  hold  wlio  seized  it,  last, 
And,  so,  must  nimbly  trip  from  tliine'' — 


Mayhap,  my  heart  would  break  and— mend  I 
Exclaim,  as  reason  strung  my  breast, 

^^^Tis  best,  like  ancient  coin— to  keep 
A  heart,  too  current,  e'er  to  rest  I'* 


KOBODT. 

Who,  in  the  ranks  of  earnest  men, 
Bums,  to  be  regal,  must  be  least — 

A  crown  is  heavy,  only,  when 
The  lustre  of  it  is  increast. 


He  was  not  bom  to  fill  a  throne, 
Who  feeta  the  sceptre  in  his  hand, — 
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But  blood  is  royal— Ium  oatgrown 
The  pride  of  aeeming  to  command. 


TIb  easy  to  be  nothing,  well. 
Or,  like  a  babble,  swim  the  ware — 

To  be  a  man,  is  to  rebel 
Against  the  man— the  child  to  saTel 


If  nobody,  thou  art  secure — 

Contempt  shall  scarcely  torn— to  smile 
Of  ]iTmg,  blameless,  thou  art  sore, 

The  good  man  silent  and  the  yile. 


Nobody,  like  a  shadow,  glides 
Betwixt  the  chafing  sides  of  men— 

They,  neither  hear,  whom,  he  derides, 
Nor  smile  when  he  assaults  agen. 
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The  Yauliang  tid6  of  life  shall  hear, 
*'  A  man  has  died  I " — and  booming  on 

Snatch  off  the  relict  from  his  bier, 
And  Marble  dare  applaud  him — ^gonel 


EUBEKA. 

Ah  Age,  the  Ages  all  out-daring. 
The  last  and  foremost  of  all  time; 

Of  all,  but  Freedom,  bom,  unsparing — 
Shouts— "I  haye  found  a  man— sublime  I '' 


'*I  found  him  where  the  sun  is  setting, 
He  boasted  of  a  birthright  free — : 

Man^s  unforgiyen  Crime  regretting. 
He  did  not  sooner  strike--to  be. 


A  Shadow,  flying  down  the  Ages, 
Halts  by  the  speaker,  white  with  wrath- 
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And  at  each  words,  the  Shadow  rages, 
With  all  the  rage  a  shadow  hath. 


Eiueka,  to  his  ear,  was  charming, 
Who  won  a  triumph  for  the  head— 

But,  now,  it  rises  so  alarming, 
It  wakes  the  nations— ages  dead. 


Men— shout  it  to  the  farthest  Ages, 

**We  found  it— by  onr  God  and  steel- 
By  fanune,  cold  and  deathful  stages, 
A  Conscience  and  a  Commonweal!" 


**  Where,  we  haye  found  it  ye  may  find  it, 
When,  Valor  may  the  hour  foretell — 

And  had— to  know,  how,  fast  to  bind  it, 
Is  knowledge  we  haye  conquered,  well." 
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Ye  Stars,  so  silent — out  of  nuuiy, 

A  few  are  bursting  into  song — 
Thro'  northern  skies  where  sang  not  any, 

Eureka — crescent,  rolls  along! 


Make  it  thy  burden,  silent  Hiyer, 

Thy  lips  grew  dumb  when  thou  wert  sad — 
Hast  thou  not  heard,  the  sovran  Giver 

Gave  us— io  be— and  we  are  glad? 


0  Sea,  a  righteous  Land  defending, 
Hast  thou  no  other  song  to  sing 

Than  ilie  Laus  2>ea— never  ending. 
Pitched  foe,  yet  silent,  to  thy  King? 


Shout,  by  the  wrath  of  every  billow, 

"  Eureka  I    Land  and  Sea,  at  one, 
19* 
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Ko  heart  ehall  throb  is  not  a  pillow 
For  bead  to  rest  on  that  has  nonet** 


Ye  Vales,  with  life  and  plenty  teeming, 
Ye  Monntains,  toiling  to  the  Btan, 

Eureka,  shont— nor  fall  to  dreaming 
Peace  long  sorriTea  foigotten  wars. 


Ye  dater  Worlds,  entwine  your  glory, 
Unclasp  yonr  hands  and  ye  be — foes: 

Since  the  brute-error  toppled,  hoary, 
Man-ward  the  Future,  silent,  flows. 


A  sceptre  must  be  gently  wielded, 
A  nation  leads  a  monarch  now, 

And  they,  to  whom  the  prince  has  yielded, 
Bind  fast  the  crown  upon  his  brow  I 
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80  suie  is  man  his  rights  are  stable, 
He  stoops  no  more  with  man  to  plead — 
^'If^  to  assert  them,  not  yet  able, 

To-morrow  pledges  strength  I  need!" 


Ye  Tyrants,  mouthing  valor,  loudly, 
Have  ye  forgotten  how  ye  fled 

Before  their  arms,  who  taunted,  proudly, 
Took  the  lost  field— and  hold  it— dead? 


Their  fame  is  flying  down  the  Ages, 
Whose  valor  lives  in  aU  the  free — 

Who,  now,  for  man,  a  foe  engages. 
Strikes,  in  thy  name,  O  Liberty  I 


A  man  is  now^  man's  defender, 
In  stature,  man  with  man  agrees 


Dow  may  «  mui  to  utaa  wamadtr, 
It  God  flhsll  flaj  him — from  bis  knees  1 


Tfl  SUTCa,  Xtiteka,  fidl  to  afaontiiig, 
Tbo  tne  tn  wtiting  for  jtna  ay, 

The  bnTO  an  bnTcr— t;r'uitfl  lontuig, 
And  God,  at  nna,  mtut  fl^it,  or  fljl 


Ye  Hen,  the  rights  of  n 

Tom  right  divine  is  not— to  be, 
Bat,  on  the  arms  of  Qod,  pTtsoming, 

To  slioiit— Bnreka  I— all  men  fiee. 


VIBBBItXKIT. 


Haitt  are  vishing 
To  go  a-fishing 
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Bans  hook  a^d  line — 
Or,  they  are  waiting 
Eyeing  ns  baiting 

Your  hook  and  mine-* 


Pleasantly  laughing 
As  they  sit  quaffing 

Flagons  of  wine- 
Sharply  denying, 
Faithfully  trying 

Leaves  us — diyme. 


Wishitilly  looking. 
As  we  are  hooking. 

Fish  after  fish- 
Loudly  regretting. 
Bites  they^re  not  getting. 

Trolling— a  wish. 
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Or,  ihey  are  ftetting-^ 
Wbyt — for  not  getting 

Fiflh,  without  baitl 
Scorn — of  hb  speaking, 
Who  for  fish  seeking, 

Hungrily  wait. 

Bites,  are  we  missing  t 
Us  they  are  hissing — 

Draining  each  glass: 
Ere  we  are  hauling 
Fish— they  are  sprawling, 

Drank— on  the  grass  I 


From  the  grass  rising, 
They  are  devising. 

Methods— to  cheat:  ; 

Craftily  snatching 
Fish,  our  late  catching,  . 

Now,  they  would  eati 
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THE    OWL. 

O  OEAYE,  gray  owl, 
Art  but  a  fowl? — 
Thy  great  eyes  stare 
At  me~aDd  scare 

My  wits  between — 
My  cahe9—l  meant 


Thine  eyes  can  see, 

Infinitely, 

Best— in  the  dark, 

A  trembling  mark, 

Tor  thy  shrewd  wit, 


Both  eyes  do  roll 
From  pole  to  pole — 


f 

I 
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Our  Duirel— why 
Thou  Bhonldst  descry 
So  macb — where  we 


Thou  hast  »  knock 
Of  tondng  back 
Hij  head— to  scan 
The  foremost  man— 
Who  quite  t^ro'  thee 
Looks — eariljl 


Didet  ever  think 
How  eyes  do  wink, 
Look  thee,  and  smile, 
Thou,  the  meanwhile. 
Coughing  thy  wit — 
Pcoh'it—pooh^  t 
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"Wilt  shut  tibine  eyes? 
Nay— he  replies: 
Wilt  jest  with  me? 
Nay— silently : 
'Tis  thus— the  owl 
Plays  us— most  fovl! 


Is  a  globe  eye 
To  sweep  the  sky, 
Toss  of  the  head, 
With  nothing,  said, 
like  thy— |xwA-»*, 
Proof  of  much  wit? 


It  must  be  so. 
Hence,  PU  forego 
My  toil, — look  wise 
Out  of  big  eyes. 
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Congh^as  I  sit^ 
U! 


irOBTH    COAT  I 

1m  the  Bea  were  not  bo  deep, 
Not  a  pearl  on  Beauty's  breast^ 

For  the  rill  shall  erer  keep 

Gems,  it  brightens  bj  each  leap, 
Crying— "Take  them— mine  are  best, 

Te  may  buy  them,  too,  so  cheap  1'* 


If  MQtiades  had  won. 

And  had  never  lost  his  sleep. 
Pew  had  ever  met  the  Sun 
"With  a  look— as  if  undone, 

Having  slept,  awake— to  keep 
Courage— fearful,  lest  it— run  I 
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COTJBAGB  —  MEKI 


Take  courage  I  Men  of  thought  and  labor, 
The  World  is  goyemed  by  the  wise— 

A  king  sits  down  a  realm  tp  goyem, 
Yet,  ye  command  him,  when  to  rise  I 


Man^s  latent  power  is  overwhelming, 
Evolve  it,  quickly,  as  ye  ought — 

Life's  canvas  idly  flaps  and  flutters, 
Till  buoyant  with  excursive  thought. 


The  shortest  day  is  even  longer 
Than  is  the  life-time  of  a  lie — 

The  silent  thought  ye  think  and  utter 
Vibrates  along  eternity! 


_J 
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By  Art,  Hie  land  and  sea  made  tamer, 

Domesticated— man  obey— 
But  man,  himself— is  like  a  cfaaiger, 

His  reason  symboUed  by  a— neigh. 


A  few  bold  thoughts  as  hard  as  bullets 
Hare  battered  him,  so  well-^at  last, 

He  doth  for  man  demand  a  reason, 
Thing,  never  dreamt  of,  in  the  past 


Take  courage  I  fools  awhile  may  triumph, 
•But,  in  the  issue,  ne'er  prevail — 

Hay  Jeer  at  such  as  think  and  labor; 
Yet,  they  laugh  best,  who  ne'er  turn  pale! 


Their  butt,  ye  are,  for  wit  and  yenom. 
But,  when,  at  last,  the  thought  shall  wId, 


I 


V 
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They  drive  tlxemselves  without—to  perish, 
And  let  the  armM  impulse  in! 


A  stadium  of  thinking,  daily, 

V 

Is  added  to  the  march  of  thought — 
Bind  this  for  courage  to  your  bosoms, 
The  hardest  fields  are  to  be  fought. 


Think  on  I  The  world  is  growing  wiser. 
And  all,  to  thought  and  labor  due — 

Fools  must  be  with  us,  aye,  to  chatter. 
But,  ye  who  govern  are  a  few  I 


And,  what  out-marvels  every  marvel. 
Except— so  many  rush  to  hell — 

Tho'  silently,  at  thought  and  labor, 
Ye  lead  the  fools,  despite  them— well! 
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TKB    BTAGB 


OoD  hath  the  knack,  to  nuke  a  man, 
Some  brilliant  act  to  prompt  or  do — 

As  if  to  consummate  a  plan. 
He  stoops  to  make  a  deril,  too. 


Each  leaps,  abruptly,  on  tbe  scene, 
He  casts  about  and  cries^^'To  arms  I" 

"I  lead — ^ye  follow  I  "—and  between 
The  word  and  deed— the  Age  alarms. 


While  on  the  march  we  beg  for  breath, 
Our  Leader  feigneth  not  to  hear — 

These  leaden  words  he  ever  saith, 
"  Men— forward  march— the  night  is  near  I  '* 


'V 
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Yet,  right  against  the  column^s  head, 
There  grins  a  figure,  stark  and  lean — 

''Halt!   or  persist,  and  ye  be  dead! 
I  am  the  master  of  the  scen^.^' 


Ah,  me!~the  devil  and  the  man 
Are  met~I  tremble  for  the  weak — 

Say,  which  the  weaker— if  you  cant 
O  poet,  ere  the  issue — speak! 


The  shape  dilates  into  a  form, 

Vast,  multitudinous  of  life — 
The  armies  close— and  mid  the  storm 

Of  war,  ask  not,  how  goes  the  strife  ? 


Wait,  till  the  clouds  resolve  to  air, 
And  whispers  down  the  silence  steal, 

And  ye  the  devil  half  shall  spare— 
Despite  himself— the  common  weal! 


J  . 


LTEIO   OF   THE   STAES. 


20 


jj 


LTEIO   OF   THE   STARS. 


-♦♦♦- 


I. 

Many  Stars  have  set, — 
Who  saw  them,,  falling, 
Set  up  a  shriek  appalling, 
Saw  Death  their  terrors  Ax — and  these  remain- 
And  height  and  plain 

Star  dost  besprinkles,  yet. 


n. 


Light  of  the  Orient— fugitive,  its  rising. 

As  from  abysmal  deeps  to  heights  surprising. 


460  LTBIC  OF  THE  STABS. 


A  oonsteUation 

Star-gazera  watched  it  rise, 
Swept  it,  far  oSj  fit>m  sammitB  in  the  East — 
Yet,  to  their  eyes*  assent  mnst  donbt  oppose! — 

**Can  yon  be  Btais  f  "•— queried,  of  each,  the  wise- 
So  queried,  oft,  as  donbt  by  doubt  increast: 
** Exorbitant,  or  not?— if  Stars" — inquire: 

*^  Perhaps,  it  be  a  burst  of  spectral  light. 
Its  bold  escape  sheer  proof  it  doth  expire — 

O  Night,  how  beautiful— if  thou  wert  night! 

But  if  thy  brow  be  set  with  radiant  Stars, 
How  like  consummate  crime,  when  done,  we  spurn? 
O  Night,  O  Night— make  haste,  to  make  return  I 

Hear  us,  by  peace,  or  thine,  the  fault  of  wars/* 


m. 


Did  Reason  light  a  torch  and  put  it  out?- 
Or,  with  a  felon's  glance  and  renal  shout, 
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Lift  it,  expert,  against  tlie  eye  of  Power, 
To  blacken  blacker  shadows  at  its  base, 
nr  garrisoned  of  her  to  spurn  the  race, 

Where,  else,  much  fruit,  had  she  but  left  the  flower  ?— 

Chagrined,  the  vantage  lost. 
She  not  to  be  embahned,  a  supple  lie. 
Drew  close  her  robe  about  her—pacing,  slow, 
Left — where,  few  stoopt  to  know. 

But  on  her  back  much  steel  was  drawn  and  crost. 

Her  flight  is  to  the  Stars — 
Herself— herself  outgrown,  infinitely, 
To  sit  and  sway  wide  empire,  gracefully — 

Done — ^in  the  teeth  of  Mars! 


17. 


«Are  Stars  at  strife?" 

Freedom  exclaims — and  stretching  to  Aill  height. 
Points  upward  to  the  yet  unconquered  sky, 
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Predicts  her  triampli  nigb, 
Her — of  the  Ages  styled,  unchaUenged  Might: 

^'Ye  Stars,  blanch— and  ye  fall, 

Ascend  and  take  it  all— 
No  fellowship  of  Stars  with  anarchs  rife — 

Forbear— forbear !— the  Sky 

Smiles,  if  ye  win,  or  fly- 
But  man,  I  plead  for  man— ye  are  his  lifel'* 


T. 


Can  a  Star  fall,  so  near  to  heaven,  it  clings 

By  an  attraction,  lastly,  touched — divine? 
Must  a  Star  pale,  unless  it  pause  below 

The  eminence  of  strength,  to  singly  shine? 
Who  know— and  have  not  fallen— where  to  go, 

Or,  where,  by  bolder  venture — ^to  remain? — 
Is  safety,  in  his  wings. 

If,  as  the  eagle  shall  such  flight  attain. 
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To  wing  beyond  it— be  to  boast  no  more— 

Him— fallen  below  fame  lie  erst  had  won, 

Too  near,  and  so  diuoarded  of  the  Sun— 

His  pride  of  sole  dominion— won  and  o'ert 

O,  who  shall  pride  chagrined,  entire,  restore  1 


Hail  I   majesty  of  art,  above  all  art»— 

Supreme — and  yet  content  I— 

We,  exiles,  joy oos  in  our  bani^mient 

Our  country — in  our  hearts  I — 
Yet  bid  eccentric  orbs,  for  weal,  to  stand. 

Umbrage  were  taken,  bidden  of  the  Sun. 
Ah  I   Stars  ascend  for  blight  or  to  command, 
Ascend,  to  burst  a  Mgnal — not  to  rise, 

Or,  heed  no  Talor— done. 
Ere  drives  its  car  against  or  thro'  the  Skies — 

Then,  if  a  planet— well,  or  fallen— none ! 
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If  I  be  Tiliint— land  me  not  too  much: 

Me  tlioQ  hut  Tftnqoislied,  if  thine  aims  be  soch. 

Tell  me— I  have  a  foe 
Bkepe  on  hia  anna— sneets,  in  his  dreams,  at  me, 
Leapa  to  his  feet— bestirs  himself,  to  see 

Who  stands,  or  fiies  too  soon,  to  feel  his  blow — 
But,  tell  me  not  hia  name,  nor  vhere  he  lies: 

Baj  that  he  loiketh  somewhere — tell  me,  too. 

To  him  BnmT«s  the  fta;  ia  qnarter  due, 
Aa  for  the  wretch  that  blftnches,  yields  or  flies. 
Hie  spear  shall  find  its  mark,  tho'  levelled  at  the  Bkies  1 


If,  cowardice  to  fix,  let  cowards  boast  t 
Valor,  well-fleshed— is  still. 
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Admires  a  mastei:,  till 
Confest — and  then  weeps,  most — 
For  Valor,  at  its  height, 

Demands— "Is  there  a  field, 
For  lack  of  nerve— unfought  ? — 
It — I  have  ever  sought: 

I  break  my  sword — or  yield — 
My  bays  are  all— by  flight  1 


n. 


Valor,  at  every  thrust, 
Complains  not,  of  her  steel, 

Hacked  in  unequal  fray. 

Fair  boast  of  yesterday— 
But,  with  both  arms  shall  deal 
A  thrust — ^present  the  foe. 

Thrice  valiant  from  the  dust, 

life— brave,  to  brave  men,  owe, 
20* 
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Tin. 


They  set— they  baiBt— expired ! 
Orer  the  stifling  Age  hot  fiirewells  threw, 
Oyer  the  sea  and  isles,  thick,  firagments  flew — 
Some  flashed  for  scorn — a  few  may  glimmer  yet 
Bat  not  a  star  has  risen  where  they  set — 

'No  heart  is  free  or  bursts— of  enyy  fired! 


IX. 


At  merry-making,  Bong  has  seated  gods — 
By  bolder  license,  dashed  their  eyes  with  leers : 
Man  locked  with  man — the  sport  of  Fate  appears 

With  battle,  wavering  to  and  from  the  odds, 
Olympus  dreams,  or  quivers  in  the  chase- 
Remote,  or  near, 
Jove  waits  for  Venus'  smile. 
Snatching  a  star,  to  mask  his  guilty  face: 
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Or,  thunders  clear 
A  sentence,  below  Fate,  and  man's— erewhile. 
Hal  Joye,  man  weak  as  thou— no  god,  to  smile! 


X. 


From  the  Egean,  westward— there,  anon, 
A  martial  Star  ascending  to  its  sphere, 
Shot  right  and  left,  as  with  malignant  art 

Vomiting  fire! — 
Ye  had  no  vantage — ^near. 
Nor,  was  it  safety,  outmost  to  depart — 
As,  where  ye  fled,  its  flames  afore  had  gone: 

All,  home,  abroad— expire ! 


r. 


Rash — rash  the  charioteer. 
Whose  axles  turn  to  flame— 
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But,  if  the  goal  bo  near, 
And  all  Olympia  cheer, 
Driyeon—O  Charioteer, 
Thy  wheels  conimme— to  fiunel 


IL 


But,  mad  th*  ambitioiiB  Star 

Shall  challenge  all  the  host 
Of  heayen — to  test,  by  war. 
If  wounds  inflict  a  scar 
To  cheat  of  light  a  Star- 
light—all a  Star  may  boast! 


Imperial  joy,  to  sit  supreme — alone, 
Looking  the  Ages^  eyes  for  admiration- 
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As  monaTch  holding,  looaelj,  to  a  throne, 

With  spear  against  the  heart  of  every  nation— 
(Tniivalled  Inst,  onriTalled  arms,  together  I 

Art,  half-celestial,  panaing .  midway  home, 
iiet  with  the  god — to  please  him— a^ing,  whether 

Jove  shall  be  Thunder,  still,  or  chained  to  Rome! 

Reason,  with  glass  in  hand. 
Sweeping  the  track  ot  light,  etretched  leagues  behind, 
Hails  man's  last  conqoest — mind's  report  of  mind. 

If  ever  Orb  may  venture—this,  to  stand, 
If  Star  may  boast — of  right, 

Singly,  to  shine  for  lustre— this,  the  Star: 
And,  bat  it  rose  by  Jiight, 

It — not  leas  valiant— had  requited  war, 
By  a  last  vengeance— light — 

It,  bending,  still,  for  plaudits — inhered,  afar. 


J'oTC  held  his  seat — donghty  as  ever,  Mare, 
sun,  Bacchus  reeled— and  Yenus  loosed  her  zoi 
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Each  groTe,  its  god— the  Sea  regaled  its  own — 

The  Lares  kept  the  hearth.    Peace,  ripe,  bj  wars 
Bnrreyed  too  mach  and  b^fged^to  cease  to  be! 
A  later  Age — and  such  as'^had  been  free, 
Bat  for  their  fathers — throttled  liberty. 

•    * 

Ahl  who  shall  qaench  the  Sun, 
Look  ns  and  smile^-aflirm  no  mischiefs  done? 
Yet,  there  are  slaves  who  wear  their  chains  so  well. 

These,  light  of  teztore  and  so  charmed  by  art. 
That— were  they  prest,  to  tell, 

What  throb  that  breaks  saryiyes  to  weld  the  heart? 
They,  of  the  man  forgetfhl,  had  but  said, 
"We  met  a  Phantom,  once,  and  left  it — dead: 
Our  fitthers,  shrieking,  saw  it,  first,  and  fled." 


Astrologers  were  mad  I — 
This  was  the  Star  that  rose,  to  never  set. 


Tet,  if  by  Betting,  it  betray  its  rise, 

Who  eliall  the  error  of  the  Seer  regret— 
If  all,  perforce,  be  glad, 
Field,  left  for  all,  where  one  outgrew  the  ekieat 


Uoat  pitiful  is  strength,  without  a  shield  t 

True  weakness  Taunts  immunity  from  wrath, 
Shall  boast  no  field, 

Tet,  honor,  never  lost,  forever  hath: 
Or,  to  be  strong  and  scout  no  taunt  or  sneer, 
As  if  eacb  challenge  meant  to  reach  the  ear, 
And  not  contemptuous  Edlence— pitiful  I— 

No  strength,  by  equal  strength,  preserves  the  day— 
Oft,  were  it  lost, 
It  had  not  strength  remaining,  snatched,  or  cost— 

Us— or  too  lean,  for  Spoil — too  base,  to  slayl 
To  hold  a  world  sgunst  a  world  were  weak— 
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Thy   thioat   were   crammed   with   spean,   when    thou 

wonldrt  speak, 
Eren  sach  words— ''O,  spare  me— pitiful!^ 


I. 

Ahl  Spartan  mother— dead, 
How  many  sons  haye  said 
"Slay  me — ^if  e'er  I  yield, 
Or,  fling  away  my  shield  P* 
And,  yet,  the  first  who'  fled 
Were  they— firom  fatal  field. 


n. 


Shades  of  all  Valor— gone, 
Ye,  who,  at  Marathon, 
Or,  at  Thermopylae, 
Hailed— as  ye  passed — ^the  day, 
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Stand,  dlent,  and  look  on, 
As  Ages  haste  awaj. 

m. 

If  e'er  ascends  a  shoat, 
Tia  that  of  common  root: 
And  with  the  Bet  of  Sun, 
Each  rictor  has  begun 
To  caat  the  field  about, 
To  leam— if  it  be  won  I 


Whene'er  je  Bee  the  art 
Of  war— undo  the  heart, 
At  once,  it  seeks  to  find 
The  crippled,  flying  mind, 
With  poison-dripping  dart, 
Oaths,  in  its  feais,  to  bind. 
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O  Yalor,  haste— retom ! 
And  let  the  Ages  learn, 
How  hotly  they  have  fought 
For  stakes,  they  had  not  sought, 
If  theirs,  the  ncrye,  to  spurn 
Bnch  graves  as  Yalor  ought. 


TL 


Here,  Yalor,  lift  thy  head 
Above  the  Ages  dead, 
And  point  the  curious  one, 
What  fields — ^to  fight,  or  shun- 
And,  stript  of  arms — ^instead. 
Gird  it,  the  more,  with  none  I 
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XV. 

Macli  like  the  crown  a  queen  casts  at  her  feet, 
Now,  she  has  eyed  its  gems,  how  mean  they  be, 

0 

Tho'  many  gleam — not  one 

Flashing  against  the  Sun 

A  ray — the  planet's  glance  with  like,  to  meet — 

Conquest  of  slaves— dispersed,  infinitely. 

Reminded,  that  they  were — ^that,  they  are  not, 

Fell  the  polite,  barbaric — yet,  divine  I 

Alive,  in  all  that  is — ^thy  nerve  and  mine. 

All,  less  than  Freedom — ^lost, 

What,  least,  we  weep,  as  not — their  freedom  cost — 

And,  if  less  hard  to  cherish— too,  forgot! 


xvx. 


As  when  a  meteor  fashing  down  the  night. 
Explodes — ^we  more  admire 
Its  track  of  current  fire, 
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Than  the  lone  yagrant  most  emittiiig  light- 
So,  as  the  Ages  heard  a  shock,  like  thunder, 

They  looked  and  saw  and  swooned,  or  fled  the  si 
Recoyered  breath,  and  told  it,  glib  with  wonder, 
How  a  great  orb,   unsphering—bnist  asunder, 

How,  to  the  Earth  there  fell 
A  train  of  stars,  increasing,  to  their  eyes. 

And  rose,  anon — ^boast  their  descent,  yet,  tell— 
We,  that  haye  faUen,   know,   how  hard  it  is  to  rial 

I. 

Some  Stars,  tho'  risen  ere  the  Sun, 
Deal  ampler  beams  than  when  they  rose— 

And  some,  to  glimmer,  just  begun, 
Such  poyerty  of  light  oppose. 


n. 


A  beyy  of  new  Stars  ascended, 
Theirs,  not  the  essence  of  a  Star, 
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And  these,  for  light,  on  gems  depended, 
The  hazard,  more  of  peace  than  war. 


in. 

Peace  may  be  crowned,  late,  or  ill, 
Or,  hold  her  jewels  to  the  day, 

To  see  them  kindle,  flash,  until 
Her  crown  consmnes  itself  away. 


rv. 

Ah!   if  these  Stars  had  well  remembered, 
'Tis  by  the  power  to  rise,  we  stand — 

They  had  not  set  so  soon  dismember^. 
Who  yearly  wedded  Sea  and  Land. 


xvn. 


No  Age  looks  back,  to  learn 
The  alphabet  of  errors,  ere  it  reads 
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Fortune,  bj  ugns  remote  firom  thonghta  and  deed«— 
Things  Fortane  are — tho'  she  aastmie  to  ^nm 

The  intermeddling  thought  her  vantage  leads. 

Power,  aeeking  groond  to  atand  on,  finds  a  thought, 
Hedgea  it  in,  bj  arms— and  on  its  brow 
A  council  uts— exhausting  wisdom,  bow 

To  late  prBserre  nil  fields,    bj  valor  fonght. 


Over  old  graves  a  shimmer  dozed  the  ur. 
Pains-taking  Time  never  at  fault  to  find 
A  penance  or  a  pleasure  for  the  mind, 

Embracing  man,  to  leave  his  squalor,  bare, 
Labored  a  golf,  astir,  with  crashing  Ages, 

Noiseless,  bat  for  the  roar  their  fragmenta  made. 
As  each  snatched  by  repulse  its  fitter  place— 
Bo  formless  Life  now  vindicates  a  base 

Bj  atoms  varioos,  ere  a  stone  be  laid— 


J 
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Remorseless  of  old  Art,  be  it  divine, 
Delight  of  Truth — could  but  a  torso  speak 

How  Art  had  guessed  at  her— a  god,  its  shrine: 
Silent  the  lyre — and  innocence  in  sages 
Had  been  their  shield  from  scorn— blameless,  if  weak. 

A  Faith  abusing  faith — with  finger  laid 
Fast  on  the  lip — ^it  searched  the  Sky  for  lust; 
Life  dreamt  of  Heaven  and  woke  to  bear  its  thrust, 

Less,  as  it  scoffed,  a  lie,  than  as  it  pray'd! — 
Half  raised  the  curtain  from  the  universe, 

Lifinite  leagues  this  side  infinity. 
We  hold  the  field,,  no  eye  shall  e'er  traverse — 

Hold  it,  for  lack  of  light,  the  field  to  see  I 


XIX. 


I  begged,  to  see  the  Sun — 
And  lips  responded,  slowly — "There  is  none  I- 
'Tis  midnight,  by  the  clock. 
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Its  honn,  the  Ages    each  Tibration,  one — 

Btrikes— and  Peace  wakes  for  safety,  by  the  shock." 
It  was  the  midnight,  tho*  I  knew  it  not! 
I  slept— I  woke— I  gazed— I  could  not  see, 
Heard  much  lewd  laughter— blind,  none  pitied  me — 
^^Man,  prove  thee,  now,  oar  peer,  expert,  in  crime, 
New  worlds  remain  to  him. 
His  eyes— or  not,  or  dim. 
Whose  lips,  permitted,  kiss  the  soles  of  Time — 
Him— yeiled  against  the  8ky,  by  fraud  sublime!" 


Atop  the  mountain,  looking,  sheer,  the  Sun, 
We  boast  of  Freedom  won. 

Hear  but  her  laugh — her  smile  is  all  we  see — 
To  see,  at  all,  our  eyes  have  just  begun: 

Freedom  is  light — ^and  that,  infinity. 
Done— the  ray 
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Falls  on  the  hero's  eye — ^it  finds  his  grave, 
Wears  but  the  night,   by  vigils — is  the  Day: 
So  potent,  if  it  fall  aslant  a  crown 
E'en  to  the  eye  beneath  it— all  the  KJng 

Stirs — for  his  jewels  sit  not  him — a  slave — 
A  throng  King  laughs  past  the  fleetest  wing  I 


I. 

I  saw  so  -  many  dead  and  dying, 
I  sickened  ere  I  told  the  slain, 

I  wept  aloud — ^for  courage  crying, 
A  hero,  or  a  child— again. 


n. 


Ah  I    Freedom,  whither  art  thou  flying  \ 

Our  eyes  inquire  for  thee,  afar— 

So  loDg  our  suit  thou  art  denying. 

Thou  hast  no  love,  but  for  a  Star! 
21 
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Onr  hearts,  with  treaBOD,  loud,  ore  beating, 
We,  yet  afraid  our  hearts  to  hear— 

With  smile,  as  new  as  ever,  greeting 
The  men  we  were  not  bom  to  fear. 


Thou,  down  the  Ages,  slow,  retreating, 
Hake  one  more  stand  above  thy  dead — 

And  the  last  time  thy  foemcn  meeting, 
Hare  thon  a  Leader  diall  be  led! 


The  Pole  star  shone  as  bright 
As  e'er— when,  by  its  light, 


LYEIC   OF  THE  STABS.  488 

No  voyager  would  steer 
Betwixt  a  cloven  Sphere, 
In  quest  of  half— afar, 
Lest  he  outsail  the  Star! 


n. 


The  mountain  would  not  speak- 
So  none  were  bold  to  seek 
The  Pole,  or  at  the  Line, 
Pour  to  the  sea-god  wine, 
^Ere  Star  and  Steel  shook  hands, 
And  bridged  the  alien  lands. 


in. 


The  Ages  passing  o'er. 

Cry,  as  they  touch  the  shore, 


4S4  LTBIC  09  THS  STABS. 

**Who  thouglit  to  find  a  Land, 
80  Tast  on  either  handf — 
Boom— room  enough,  to  bel"— 
All  ahoutiog—'*  liberty  1 " 


Was  man  profound  enough  to  think  that  Thought 

Sits  6*et  the  heights  of  passion,  lording  him? 
If,  of  the  brain,  out  of  what  fibres  wrought? 

If  man's— his,  by  constraint,  or  choice,  or  whim?- 
Ah  t   to  be  fVank,  O  Man,  thou  hast  not  fought 

A  field,  for  lust,  or  glory— but,  with  anns: 
Freedom  has  bled  for  thee— thou,  the  meanwhile 

Flying  her  teirorsl — Not,  for  any  charms 
Thou  hast  descried  in  her,  were  she  divine — 
Pulsating  thro'  the  Ages—all  thy  smile, 
She,  could  thy  lust  forbid  it— were  not  thine! 


-    I 
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xxn. 

life  is  so  pricked  of  courage — ^it  must  fight: 
Peace,   its  short  penance. — Done — it  turns  to  shake 

9 

Rudely,  the  Age— "O  Dreamer— It  is  light  I 

Thy  lips  athirst,  by  blood  their  thirst  must  slake"— 
Then,  the  enigma   stretches  to  the  eye, 

Late,  who  look  backward,  shall  unriddle  best, 
How — evil  by  a  boast  like  alchemy. 

Proves  virtue,  true,  by  every  subtle  tept. — 
"Enough — enough  of  warl" 

The  trampled  Age  may  rally  nerve,  to  say — 
**  Kot  so  ! " — had  cried  the  Ages,  not — afar — 

"Fight  on! — ^be  yours,  the  blood— be  ours,  the  day  I" 

xxm. 

Ages  are  men— and  so  the  Ages  die, 

Yet  in  the  last,  all  life  springs  to  his  feet, 
Heir  and  restorer.— Is  the  era  nigh. 
For  new  surprises?    frenzy,  thro'  the  eye. 
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To  teadi  the  hetut  to  throb  tliat  never  beatt 
Wh&t  new  attraction  draws  ns  to  tho  Bkiest 

ir,  all   have  fall'n  to  lame — who  shall  essaj 
To  lise,  the  Jest  of  tongnea  and  sport  of  ejes — 
If,  that  to  fall,  be  certain  aa  to  rise. 

By  Bwiil  erent,  of  snch  as  leer,  the  prey? 
Are  Stars,  expert,  to  swim  or  stem,  at  will, 

Bafe— not  to  unk— Oceans  of  swaying  tur, 

Experiment — who  fail  in— loss,  despair, 
A  fall  so  low,  no  bottom  holds,  until 
Annihilation  house  themt    Why,  so  madt 

Beware,  or  ye  be  risen,  but  to  fall  1 — 

"  Courage,  with  danger  met,  feara  not  at  all " — 
Cried  they,  and  looked  the  Sky,  and  courage  hadl 


Vnio  halt  for  breath, 
In  teeth  of  Death, 


1 
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Gire  np  to  him 
The  yictor's .  hymn — 
Not  both  hands  gory, 
Both  eyes  dim 
.  Yo  barter  not  a  breath  for  glory! 


XXIV. 


So,  lately  Stars  in  boreal  skies  ascended. 

Few  rose,   at  first,  in  doubt,  if  frigid  skies 
Kindle  an  orb,  or  qnench  it,  spent,  descended. 

If,  many  eyes 
Saw  these  adventurous  orbs  ascend  to  shine. 

The  eye  said  to  the  mind,  now,  wondering  most, 

"  O,  Farce  of  Freedom—ended  by  her  ghost  I " 
Such  vantage— not  to  hail  the  Truth— divine. 

Barely,  for  them,  a  posture  on  the  scroll 
Adust — ^with  power  and  thraldom  dotted  o'er, 
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StuU  the;  rise  high— convergiDg,  u  they  soart 
"  Hk  I    let  a  tempest  burst — how  sheer,  their  fall  I " 

It  burst — unlocked  the  Bkies,  from  pole  to  pole- 
Hindered  their  rise  an  hoar— and  that  was  alL 

Next,  light  with  salience,  ereij  star  a  sfaout 
Baised  to  distressful  tumult  thro'  the  sky — 

What  seem  as  Stars  drive  night-ward— borst— go  ont, 
Stars,  scant  of  light,  infiame— draw  boldly  by— 

A  FirmameDt,  at  war  I — 
All  see  tbem,  now. 

Witboot  a  glass,  men  look  and  Bwear^"A  Start 
O  Night,  thy  crown  is  on,  uts  weU  thy  brow!" 

Out  of  bU  prisons,  look,  or  jost  or  Tile, 
Tho'  on  thy  throat  a  hand  so  stent  be  laid. 

Thy  fears  be  whispeTB— blush !    a  god  doth  smile. 
Ye,  who,  if  fled  yonrselveB— had  fled  your  fear. 
Now,  but  for  him,  an  ear, 
Leeches  the  heart,  and  hides— of  man  afhud, 
*  ZjOok  I    and  be  bold  enough  to  argue  war — 
And  if  ye  fall — die,  dashed  against  a  Starl 


1 
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Bullets  are  hissing-^ 
Kone  a  life  missing: 
Every  man— dying, 
Snatches  ten,  flying — 
Bed  as  the  battle — ^the  field  doth  remcun. 


n. 

Brave  men — ^if  twenty, 
Soldiers  were  plenty. 
By  supreme  daring, 
Life,  only,  sparing. 
Threatens,  by  dying,  to  front  us,  again* 


ni. 


21* 


Strategy  falters, 
As  the  scene  alters- 


1 
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Thro'  the  smoke  peering, 

Both  armies  cheering — 

I 

Conrage^is  doabt|  to  the  end  of  the  fray.  \ 

I 


IT. 


Insolent  Thnnder 
Tramples  life  under — 
Triumphs  not— killing 
Ranks^howe'er  willing, 
Brayely,  to^  bleed,  ere  in  sight  cf  the  day. 


V. 


For  well-deserving, 
We  are  preserving 
Memories  tender 
Of  their  surrender — 
Who,  by  ofl  losing— slept,  late,  on  the  field. 
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VI. 

There,  by  remaining, 

Te^-we  are  g^ning 

Courage,  to  take  it, 

Ere  they  forsake  it, 

Who  are  bo  holding  it,  we  may  not  yield. 

Tn. 

Upl^by  the  glory, 

Tocal  in  stoiy, 

Triumph  o'er  reason, 

If  it  be  treason, 

Late,  to  recover  man,  basely,  we  lost ! 

Yin. 

Strike  I— by  endeaTor, 

Be  it  forever— 

J 
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Half  onr  sons  slaying, 
'We  were  not  paying 
Half,  for  the  prey,  it  the  captor  has  cost! 

XXT. 

Let  Freedom  cry  to  men — ^her  yoice  grows  hoarse, 
But,  to  the  Ages,  shrieking—clear,  most  clear — 
**  Incensed,  to  silence— speak  I — some  idle  ear, 
O  Freedom,  tho^  it  hear  not,  weU — shall  hear. 

An  Age  set  homeward,  drifting  ont  of  coarse — 
Hark! — we  be  men  who  cry,  Speak!  Freedom,  speak! 

We  are  not  all  so  drunken  with  the  roar 
Of  guns—haye  belched  last  honors  to  our  dead, 

We  could  not  catch  thy  voice — *  Strike !  strike  1  once 
more 
And,  liTing,  cram  a  nation^s  heart — instead. 
Of  slain — such  graves,  as  dying  deaths— how  weak !  ^ " 

XXVI. 

Freedom  is  not  a  guess  the  wise  have  made, 
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At  anna,  with  blustering  fears ;— tho'  she  appear 

A  fu^tiTe,  with  hot  and  laboring  breath, 

Or,  as  the  fruit  of  loiua— bo  long  decayed, 

She  mocka  her  sire  and  gives  her  veins  to  DeWh: 

Such  crime,  to  sit— propt,  in  the  teeth  of  Fear!— 

Ah  1  Freedom,  say — who,  whence  and  where  thou  art — 

So  many  doubt  thou  art — the  few  who  swear 

Their  courage  mounts  by  thee — shriek,  next—"  Beware ! 

We  know  not,  yet,  her  f^ce  &oin  Death's  apart  1 " 


Have  we  forgotten, 

BarguDS  are  rotten. 

Bound  by  an  oath — 

Broken — if  both 
Vassal  and  lord — or,  if  either  have  fled 
Promises  made  in  tbe  ears  of  the  dead— 

Who  are  forgettbg, 

How,  we  are  letting 
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Htn^nnder  plea*- 

If  he  were  free 
Etc  the  lash  shrinkB  from  him — ^he  could  not  be, 
Die,  like  a  murderer— hiding,  to  flee? 


n. 

**To  arms!    To  arms!    To  arms!" — 

Ye  men,  most  fit — to  die, 

Ask  not— for  what,  or  why?— 
"To  arms!    To  arms!    To  arms!" 
Lo!    the  Hereafter  stands 

Above  the  graves 

Of  all  the  braves, 
Have  fallen  in  all  lands — 
A  dragon  licks  her  feet — an  infant,  in  her  hands! 


xxvn. 


"  I  have  escaped  my  dungeon — ^yet,  my  chains 
Clank,  by  the  terrors^  these  have  wrought  in  me." 
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— Awhile,  a  freeman  doubts  if  he  be  free, 
Tho'  less  of  lack  than  of  excess— complains ! — 

-Invite  his  feet  to  liberty,  who,  late 
Pined  in  the  stocks — and  who  shall  walk  so  ill? 
A,  furlong  past  the  midnight  pushes,  still— 

And,  he,  so  strung,  erewhile,  halts,  enervate, 

He,  for  the  miles  to  shorten— glad  to  wait  I 


I. 


Or,  chains  restore,  O  Liberty, 

If,  when  thy  sword  has  set  me  free 

Be  freedom,  last,  my  enemy — 


n. 


Or,  lead  me  to  some  sterile  field 
Doth  life  to  sweltering  furrows  yield- 
To  lay  an  empire  thou  shalt  wield. 


496  LTBIC  OF  THIB  STABS. 


Buffer  delay  to  lag  till  ye  are  sore 
Kigbt  spans  the  river  roaring  past  the  noon. 
The  foe  who  shrieks — ^*^How  came  they  here,  so  soont 

Bears  nothing  ill,  bat  life,  he  can^t  endure  1 
Last,  by  the  mouth  of  g^uns,  do  men  speak — peaoe, 

Who  sully,  long,  their  lips  with  threats  of  pain — 
Apprise  the  Age — how  doubts  may  fitly  cease. 

If  shrouds  for  them  the  Age  implores — **  Remain  I  ^' 


•» 


Reason  goes  mad, 
If,  she  have  proved  so  much — to  labor  more, 
Be  vaulting  wide  of  doubt,  to  build  it,  o'er  and  o'er 
'  Lost  by  such  arts  as  win  the  arms  she  had  I — 
When  late  she  thumpt  against  the  door  of  Hell, 
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A  thousand  tongues,  with  flame  and  yenom  armed, 
Hissed  her  such  welcome,  she  within  it  fell, 

Won,  by  such  arts,  as  Hell  to  Hell  is  charmed, — 
"Name,  now,  thy  wish — and  it  is  done" — the  Host. 

She,  but,  implored  an  exit,  by  the  door 
She  came — ^now  closely  shut  and  guarded  kept— 

"What!    and  thy  quest  is  o'er? — 
Then,  at  thy  coming,  child,  I  marvel  most  I " 
Poor  Reason  hung  her  head  and  would  have  wept, 
But  feared,  a  guest,  to  sigh:  the  turmoil  swept 
Wide,  for  a  place  of  exit— and  afar, 
Descried  what  had  been,  once,  or  seemed,  a  star: 
She  made  for  it  against  a  boiling  tide. 
That  flayed  her  feet— blistered  her  breast  and  side. 

Drank  her  own  blood: 
'Twas  all  she  found  to  drink — 
Maddened  by  thirst,  she  thought  it,  just,  to  think 

"All  other  draughts  are  evil  and  mine,  good!" 
— ^How  she  escaped,  I  know  not — ^nor  doth  she: 
But,  she  in  Hell  learned   God  and  Liberty! 
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Honor  the  deadt — 

How  did  the;  diet 
Flung  to  Death— weeping  t 
Or,  Buprised— aUeping  t — 
Not  a  wonnd  Btanching, 
Did  the;  fl;  blanching  f— 
Yo  nuj— not  I. 


Honor  the  deadf— 

Ah  I    if  they  Ue 
Where  an  appalling 
Torrent,  in  falling 
Bntied  tliem— standing, 
Conscience  demancUng — ■ 
Te  muBt — and  L 
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Last  BpoT  to  man's  prorocatire  to  mle, 

A.  fear — that  masks  the  deed,  yet,  gives  tile  eye 
Such  tokens— careful  cessure,  beard,  most  fly: 

Too  weak,  the  wise— too  wise,  to  doubt,  the  fool  1— 

Poshing  defence  beyond  last  argument. 
The  wiods  are  bribed  to  peace — had  prated  war: 
And,  yesterday,  the  sense  caught  blood,  afivr, 

To-day,  smells  only  wine,  and  likes  the  scent  I — 

— Just,  in  itaelf— against  opinion,  just: 

A  throne,  no  king  has  sat  on— and  none  mnat. 

Segment  of  God — yet,  man's  infinity — 

Hail  I   and  be  onis — be  not,  the  wrongs  that  bel 


To  risk  too  much— 
Marry  to  strength  contumely  for  the  weak. 


r 


I 
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Power  ifl  not  sacb, 

It  seeks  a  foe,  if  anns  were  alms — ^to  seek: 
It  hazards  nothing  had/  for  vantage  sought : 

Holds  the  scale  eyen,  balances  its  throne 
Against  the  freedom  of  all  fields  it  fought — 

Stands,  when  states  fiill,  because  it  rose — ^alone. 

xxxn. 

A  crown 
Shall  sit  a  king  the  lightest—fits  him,  best: 

And  if  he  twirl  its  jewels  from  the  eye, 
Dismay  its  blaze  of  transport  with  a  frown, 
Lest  it  charm  bolt  on  bolt  towards  his  breast, 

He  is  too  free  his  kingship  to  deny — 
His  realm,  so  coveted  of  Liberty, 
She  takes  her  exiles  there— a  thrdne  to  see! 


Fetch  me  a  laurel  for  his  brow. 
Who  never  lays  his  kingship  down- 


■*.       * 
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Too  weak,  to  wear  it,  as  a  crown, 
For  I  would  bind  a  monarch,  now. 


II. 


And,  if  to  seek  him,  I  most  go 
Beyond  the  Court — ^to  find  the  man, 

Each  cottager  and  child  shall  show 
Where,  oft,  they  saw  him— and  I  can. 


in. 

"His  port  is  mild  as  thine^his  air 
As  of  the  lowliest  you  may  meet, 

And  yet  the  king  is  present  there — 
He  must  be  in  the  smile  you  greet.^ 

IV. 

Hail  I   eminence  of  Power — too  weak 
By  gun  and  bayonet  to  stand — 
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Too  bold|  for  precedence  to  seek^ 
Armed  with  the  conscience  of  a  Land. 


V. 

Hail  I    mijesty  of  man — a  king 

Rules,  lordlier,  off,  than  on  his  throne. 
Who  begs  the  poor  their  hearts  to  bring, 

Perftimed— for  sovereignty,  alone. 


VI. 


Haill   majesty  of  man— below 
The  king,  enough,  to  laugh  at  him — 

80  wise—no  craft  his  art  shall  know, 
Who,  not  by  drowning— learns  to  swim. 


vn. 


A  king  is  greater  than  his  throne, 
Else,  from  his  brow  a  fool's  cap  rears — 
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So  angnst,  m^esty,  atone, 
Itself  the  vay  before  it  clears. 


If,  to  the  weak,  to  hear  his  name, 
Be  pleasant  as  the  aun'a  good  mora — 
The  linea  that  blazed— a  monarch,  bom, 

Hail,  in  their  listening  guns— hia  famel 


That  king,  who  fills  &  throne 

And  sways  a  realm — alone, 
Lives,  if  he  live — unknown  1 


Enough  support  the  band 

He  r^ses  in  command, 

To  proTe,  he  leads  the  Land. 


■J 
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Ah  1  let  bim  dare  to  deal 
Blows,  at  the  commonweal, 
The  h&tdest  he  ahall  feel 


Howe'er  twas,  yeeterday, 
That  king  tli  rives  well,  to^y, 
Hia  robjecta  doth  obey. 


Not  to  be  men— were  effort  to  be  lew. 
By  TOntore,  to  be  more :— below,  no  ground, 
Above  him,  man  no  puipose,  yet,  hath  found 

Man,  by  exhauetioD,  frait,  or— promiaes  I— 


LYBIC   OF  THE  STABS. 

Not  tremuIooB  to  boast,  htg  lip  were  still, 
Did  its  award  insure  the  envious  jest :  , 
Affrighted,  if  his  ghostly  reason  test 

Each  figment,  to  betray — most  charms  his  will. 

—0  Man,  too  timid,  to  he  ranked,  a  maD, 
Dare,  lift  thy  head— our  scorn  1 

Or,  bear,  if  thou  canst  bear  it — to  be  none. 
Fear-tangled  in  the  womb,  a»  still — unborn ; 

Thy  lip,  so  Mlent— shame  afoot,  or  done. 

Nor  swears  for  man  against  him— oaths  it  can  I 


"  What  gain,  in  that  we  hare,  if  that  we  seek 
Defeats  the  hope— on  a  huge  doubt  to  rest?— 
Arm  courage  with  the  lip — within  the  breast 
Set  fear  against  the  Talor  of  the  weak : " 
Their  fault — whose  many  conquests  none  hoTe  made. 
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U,  in  nch  hand  a  bolt— then,  still,  if  feu- 
Hut  wnngle  with  the  deed— be  it  to  cheer  . 

The  doubt  to  ahune,  by  utt'nmce,  had  betnj'd 

Talor,  in  met — mcceasfbl,  if  it  be 

Bebake  enongh  to  ure  an  enem;  I 


So  mncb,  a-ikj  for  num— a  glimpae  had  shown 
Of  all  be  jct  maj  boast,  by  arts,  or  blood. 

What  knowledge,  were  not  knowledge,  soon  as  known, 

What  coDqaeots,  only,  victors — OTerthrown  r 
And,  how  he  stands,  a  man,  where  babes  had  stood, 

Composed — ftnd  he  mnch   shaken  by  hie  fears  I 

No  voice  to  speak : 

No  arm  to  strike — it  hugs  his  side,  so  weak: 

No  heart,  outbraving  Hell— 

And,  it  it  conquer— well : 

Or,  bursting  with  defeat— surriTes,  by  manly  teare! 
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— Such  sphere,  wherein  a  pUnet  must  delight, 
Zoni^  God's  feet,  to  the  lust  star  adyancing. 

To  feel  itself— alone. 
Pleasure  of  strength  such  solitude  enhancing — 
Did  man  betray  himself  unto  the  light. 

Were  man's— the  solitude  of  God  his  own  I 


XXXVI. 

If  light — ^then,  morel — 
Heaven,  yet,  is  void— tho'  Stars  have  risen  there. 
E'er  since  the  Infinite  first  learned  to  speak. 
When  man  could  stammer  Freedom,  but  a  learner. 

He  saw  a  Star 

Divide  the  clouds  of  war— 
And  bade  it  rise— his  voice,  by  eflfort,  sterner- 
It,  to  his  marvel,  rose— sphered,  at  his  will  I 
Its  smile  fell  on  his  lips— there,  kindling  still. 
IWse!    Rise!    within  the  Orient  and  where 
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A  Sttf  fell  halC-reni^eDt — ligbt  reBtorel 

People  the  Sky  1— the  Euth  is  over  foil, 
Few  ask — who  ataire  ? — They  do  not  ask — ore  fed  : 
Onr  Mother  bega  for  graves  to  please  her  dead, 

For  floven,  her  Uat  affection  strajs  to  cull. — 
Nor  froet  shall  blight  a  star,  nor  flame  consume, 
If  balm,  or  baoe,  the  air— its  breath,  perfamel 

Ascend  I    Ascend  !    Ascend  I — have  all  the  Sky. 
Say  not — '"  We  are  so  weak,  we  fear  to  fiJl " — 
Who  rise  o'er  envy  do  not  rise  at  all  I — 
Be  brave t— immortal  Valor  in— despair! 
Te,  life  debating,  now. 

More  courage  ! — if  ye  die, 
A  Star  escapes  the    utomi— ye  know  not  howl 


Hoi    all  ye  brave, 
Awake — to  see 


t 

1 
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Sweet  Liberty, 
E'en  tho'  it  be 
To  eye  her  thro'  the  gravel 


n. 


Quick  I    dash  a  tear 

To  Love— behind, 

Outrun  the  wind, 

The  foe  to  find— 
For  Freedom-— cheer  on  cheer  I 


ni. 

Look  at  the  Sun! 
Seel   in  it  stand, 
With  hand  in  hand. 
The  sacred  band. 

Of  heroes,  who  have  won. 
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Bach  wait  to  see 

If  ye  shall  fly, 
»Or  yield — or  die 

To  down  the  Sky 
Bear  God  and  Liberty. 


V. 

They  muster— fast ! 
From  Town  and  plain 
Pour  forth,  amain, 
The  field  they  gain, — 

Not  one  would  be  the  last. 


VI. 


By  booming  gun, 
By  flashing  steel. 
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Such  death  they  deal, 
Their  foemen  reel, 
With  battle  well  begun. 


VII. 


Like  hostile  clouds 

Met  in   mid-air, 

These  armies  are. 

And  bury  there 
Two  nations  as  in  shrouds. 


vn. 


A  crescent  Star 

Sweeps  down  the  line. 


512  LTBIC  OF  THE  STAB8. 

And  80  diTine 
A  battle  sign 
Is  mare  than  anna — in  war. 


Now,  each  man  swear, 
If  all   shaU  fly, 
Bat  such  as  die— 
Yet,  will  not  I, 

To  hold  the  field  I  dare! 


z. 


Blood — O,  how  free ! 
Escaping  fast — 
Seel — ^boiling  past 
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Him,   yielding  last 
A  tribute  to  the  Sea. 


XI. 

Ah !    many  eyes 
Look  God  and  say — 
**0,  let  the  day 
Be  ours — ^we  pray!" 

No  answer  from  the  Skies. 


xn. 


And  yet,   they  fall 
As  peacefully 
As  were  they  free 
Who  strain,   to  see 

A  Star — ^and  that  is  all  I 

22* 


LYBIC  OF'TOB  SIAfiS. 

xiri. 

lUI    clouds  aro  tlijn, 
Itoac  up  BO  dark — 
Tlic  Toemen  mark 
That  3tar— and  hark  '. 

They  shriek—"  Bj  God— thcj  ' 


N 


